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To the Right AG F ather in Gop 
r 
Lord Biſhop of SA RUM, 


AND 


CHANCELLO R of the Moft Noble 
Order of the GA RTER. 


_ 


My Lo RD, 


HE beſt Pretence I have to your 
Lordſhip's Patronage of this Collecti- 
on, is the Care I have taken, that 
ſome poſthumous Pieces in it, belang- 
ing to Perſons once Dear to your Lordſiip, 
- ſhould not periſh as they muſt-have done, bad 
they only layn ſcatter d up and down in Manu- 
. ſcript: Beſides, that in ſuch a Circumflance 
they could neither be of ſo extenſive Uſe, nor 
1 1 thoſe 
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thoſe. who deſir d them, ſo eafily pratify'd, as 
þ 15 Publication - { 28 1 Len. 1 
* paid ſome Obedience to that Command of 
our Bleſſed Lord, Gather up the Fragments 
that remain, that nothing ba loſt: Not in- 
deed in the Senſe he gave it to his Diſciples, 
but yet in a much better than that it was ap- 
phy d to, upon the Recovery of ſome uſeleſs in- 
frenificant Reliques, For here, my Lord, is 
Chriſtianity in its native Beauty, and the Mu- 
ſes are reſtor d to the Service of Religion, in 


which as they were firſt, ſo they were beſt em- 
ploy'd. | 


I know not whether it is from Ignorance, or 
Malevolence, or a Defeòt in Nature, that Poe- 
try is tax d by ſome as a Sort of Senſuality : 
There are certainly ſome Paſſions and Aﬀeti- 
ons of the Mind, which are beſt expreſs'd by 
Poetry, as others are moſt effectually and forci- 
bly moved by Muſick, whence it was, that the 
Prophet call'd for an Inſtrument to tune his 
Soul og the Divine Inſpiration. And if Mu- 
ſic k e a Pleaſure properly Intellectual, as the 
ingenious Mr. Norris — ariſing from the 
Agreement and Proportion of Sounds, (a Plea- 
ſure which by à peculiar Felicity of Nature 
ſome few only are ſenſible of) why may not Po- 
etry be ſo tov, which conſiſts in the artful Sym- 
metry of ſuperiour Senſe, proper Images, ſur- 
priſing Turns, and flowing Numbers ? Indeed, 
rhe moſt complear proceeds from the ſkilful Union 


of 


The Dedication. 
of the Siſter-Arts, when Poetry makes Muſick 
eloquent, and Mufick Poetry harmonious. This, 
my Lord, if our Divines are not. miſtaken, is 
what the Soul will be chiefly delighted with after 
this Life, as one of the ſublime Entertainments 
in the Happineſs of the next. For who knows 
but the Poetry of Heaven may be as refin'd and 
raviſhing as its Muſick is repreſented to be? 
And whether the Saints may not be employ'd 
in compoſing Hymns, to celebrate the Triumphs 
of their Redemption, and other wonderful 
Works of God, as Things paſs d, which they 
ſo divinely ſung, in a joyful Expectation of, 
when they were to come? Tis certain ſome 
of the moſt excellent Paſſages in the Inſpir'd 
Writings are of the Poetical Kind, and ſet to 
Muſick, no Doubt, as much ſuperior to ours, 
as the Holy Scriptures are to merely human 
Compoſition : The divine Breathings filld the 
Poer's Soul: the Lute and Harp were touch'd 
by boly Hands, and made ſweet Melody in the 
Voice of Prayer and Thanksgtiving. 


But if, my Lord, this ſbouid be fund at laſi 
no better than an agreeable Hypotheſis, yet it 
can do no Harm, m the mean time, by being 
entertain'd, ſince it may ſerve to comfort the 
Minas of good Perſons, under the Infirmities 
and Sorrows of this Life, and raiſe their Ex- 
peGation of being made Partakers of a better. 
In Preparation to which, as many of the 
Hymns in this Collection may be aſſiſting, ſo I 


aſſure 
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The Dedication. 
aſſure my ſelf, from that ſingular Humanity, 
2 9 other 2 hath raid 
your Lordſhip to the higheſt Eſteem, it will not 
Fail of a candid Acceptance, as here offer d 
with the greateſt Rumility and Reverence, by 
your Lordſhip's - 


Moft obedient Servant, 


_ The Editor. 
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PREFACE, 
B * 
Biſhop PATRICK. 


I. 


OW my grey Hairs begin to ſhow 
What J in vain conceal'd, how old I grow, 
Thro* many a Summers Heat, and many a Winters 
" (Snow. 


What Profit's the whole World ? ſay I: | 
To me its good, or ill, muſt quickly die; 
All Tonce had, or was, as dead, already lie. 


III. 


Tell me, fond Man, whoe'er thou art, 
What's now that World on which thou ſett'ſt thy Heart, 
When there's a better State which claims thy better Part. 
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Since thy Life's Rave i is almoſt run, 


Thy Race tow rds Heav'n ſhould beat 8 


Thy Soul, thy Lips, thy Life, ſhould praiſe the Bleſs d 
” (Taree ONE. 


Shorten with pious Hymns the Day, 


Without a Hymn let no Night paſs away. 
Proud Hereſy pull down, Faith's ſure Foundation lay. 


VL 


The Pagan World's falſe Gods defy, 
Baniſh the modern Rome's Idolatry, 
Tell how Apoſtles liv'd, how Martyrs us d to dye. 


VIL 


Tranſported with my lofty Rhime, _ 
O! that, unbody'd, I to Heav'n might climb, 
And write, and ſing my laſt, in Numbers all ſublime. - 


Droine und Moral Subjects. 


dee detec 


A HYMN at the Cock=crowmsg. 


Tranſlated from, PRUDENTIUS by Piſhor! 
PATRICK. 


. jy 5 
EARK! the Cocks early Mattins warn 
Dull Mortals of approaching Light; 
Cuni ST every Soul calls every Morn; 

His Words to endleſs Life invite: 


II. 


Sluggards, | methinks He cries, away 
Wich your ſoft, lazy Beds, make Room; 

Pe chaſte, clean, temp' rate, all. the Day; 
Be watchful, for Denon L Costs 
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III. 


Who not his drowſy Couch forſakes 
Before the Sun, too late will riſe, 

Uuleſs ſome Hour from Night he takes, 
Aud then the Mind's beſt Labour plies. 


IV. 


The feather'd Poets, whilft they ſing 
Beneath our Eaves, with grateful Mirth, 

When Days firſt Beams begin to ſpring, 
Mind us of who ſhall judge the Earth. 


V. 


For with the deadly Night oppreſs'd, 


As in our Winding-Sheets we lie, 
He bids us leave our careleſs Reſt, L 
Since the great flaming Hour is nigh, 


VI. 


As from its roſy Bed the Morn 
Scatters the penſive Shades of Night, 
We, after virtuous Toils well borne, 
May raiſe our Hopes of endleſs Light. 


VII. 
Our Sleep, which for ſhort Eaſe was lent, 
May laſting Death's faint Image be ; 


Our Crimes Night's Horrours repreſent, 
Or make var Life a Lethargy. 


But 
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VIII. 


But CuRIS T directs his high Command 
To all who his true Light implore, 

THz NIGHT 1s SPENT, THE DAY at Hand; 
The Prince of Darkneſs ſerve no more. 


IX. 


Wake, Sleeper, and to Live begin, 
Eer thy Life ends in ſickly Dreams, 

Whilſt thy Soul, bury'd in thy Sin, 
Reflects not on her native Beams. 


X. 


The DEVvIIs, wand' ring to and fro, 
Keep their dark Revels all the Night; 
But when the Cock begins to crow, 
They tremble, ſtart, and take their Flight. 


XI. 


The Morning Rays th' Arch - fiend appall ; 
When the bright Preſence of the Day 
Breaks thro' Night's dark Partition-Wall, 
Hell's Out-guards ſee, and ſcout away. 


XII. 


Too well they know, too well divine, 
We ſhall be rally d from our Shrowds ; 
And of our Hope this is the Sign, 
And of God's coming in the Clouds. 
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Our Saviorxs Words to PETER ſhow + 
How well this Bird can give Advice 

For BEFORE IWICE.THE COCK SHALL CROW, - , | 
Thor, PETER, SHALL 'T DENY ME THRICE. | 


XIV. 


Benighred, he to Sin, gave Place, 
Till the thrill Herald of the Day 

Proclaim'd new Light ro human Race, 
And then his Sin he put away. 


XV. 


Then, then the falln Apoſtle wept, _ 
That from his Lips ſuch Treaſon gew R | 
Tho' in his Heart the Faith he kepr, 
Tho' in his Thought was ever true, 


XVI. 


His Tongue, that ſlipp'ry. Member, fach, 
And never dar d offend agen; 
Ar the Bird's Call the Saint obey d, 


And at his Summons ceas d to ſin. 


wo 
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XVII. 


At this ſtill Hour let none forget, 
(Since pious Faith maintains it well) 
What Time the Cocks their Larums ſet, . . 
CyRIsST came, in Triumph, back from Hell. 


Death 
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XVIII. 1 


Death was then fore d to quit the Field ; 


The Fiend s grand Charter cancelld — 2. 
The thickeſt Shades of Darkneſs yield, 


When ſtruck with Cunts s xeſiſtleſs RE. 
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Let evil Things Cabrios * N 
Cloſe as the Grave black Deeds could lie: 
Let mortal Sin, the Soul's Dead- Sleepy; 1 
In its own Apoplexy die. | . 
XX. 


But let the wakeful, active Mind, 
While gloomy Clouds the Morn e, 
Whatever Space there. is behind, 


Keep, in her Station, War ca AND 5 5 
XXI. 


To thee, Dear Js us, let us cry, 


Direct our Thoughts and pray, and weep ; ; 
Intenſe Devotion will deny 


The Pure in Heart Exceſs of Sleep. 
XXII. 


Long have our folded Arms at Eaſe, 
Our Senſes in Oblivion layn, | 

Struck, hurt, o'excome, with our Diſeaſe, 

And wild Impreſſions on our Brain. 


_ YR. on 
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XXIII. wy — 

Such airy Shades we us d to chace, 10 
Whilſt with the World we were in Fee; 2 
We ran the Dreamer's frantick Race; TS 
But watch, and Truth ſhall ſet us free. 3 
XXIV. | 


Fine Gold, ſoft Pleaſure, earthly Joy, 
Vaſt Wealth, bright Honour, great Succeſs, 
Are ſmiling Evils, yet they cloy, | 
And, view'd by Day, grow leſs and leſs. 5 


XXV. 


Jesvs, drive Slumber from our Eyes, 
Knock off the heavy Chains of Night; 

On our ſick Souls with Healing riſe, „ 
And chear us with thy Beams of lib. 
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An Hr MN for the Morning. 


Tranſlated from PR DE NT TVs, by the 
lame HAND. 


: / 
SEL EroLD ! the Darkneſs flies away, 
_ Why ſhould the World like Chaos lie ? 
5 25 $i Now comes the Light, now comes the Day, 
om And ChRISsT, the Day-ſpring, from on 
* (High. 


Damp'd by the Glories of the Sun, 
Vapours, which roſe from Earth, decline; 


Nature her gaudy Robes puts on, 
Where that kind Star begins to ſhine, Ce 


So the black Soul ſhall then look pale, 
(be double Mind, which Envy ſhrouds) 
When God plucks off his miſty Veil, 

And comes, with Glory, in the Clouds. 


Vain 
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IV. 
Vain Man! who horrid Things conceals; 
Only in his own Thoughts enclos'd ; 
For that red, low'ring Morn reveals 
The Depths of Heaits, to all expos d. 
4 kk SIA Ta Wit * \ f © 
, . 


The Thief by Twi-light may begin, 
And ſteal ſecurely till tis Day; 

But Day-light will contend with Sin, 
And Sin, from Sun to Sun, betray. 


4 VI. 


The Cheat may in his Maſk delight, C 
A Vizor, for Diſguiſe, he needs : 
The foul Adult'rer loves the Night, 
The Night, a Friend to ſhameleſs Deeds; 


| VII. 
2 N 3 I 14 N 
But ſee! the Sun comes flaming in, 
Nou Sinners bluſh, regret, repent; . 
Before the Sun none die to ſin, 


Men cannot dare, and not alan: 
VIII. 
Laſt Ex ning $ Riot, in the Cool 
Of the next Moruing cauſes Shame; 


Some Wit appears in th' Idle Fool, 
And Vice grows traQable and tame. 


1 . 
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(9) 
IX: 
They who ſo often live; in Jeſt, 
Would fain be then accounted wiſe ; 
And their flight Errors then, at leaſt, 
Beneath a ſerious Look Aiſguiſe 


X. 


A golden Hour ! to all that wear 

The Sword, or Gown, or hold the Plough ; 
Aſk, when each plies hs own Affair, 

The Sailor, or the Shopman, now 3 


BY 


To Bars ſmooth Pleaders have Recourſe, 

The Brave to Arms, when Trimpets ſound ; 

The bold Advent'ter Wealth would force 
From Sea, the Farmer Sou the Ground. 


XIL 


K But not ſuch Myſteries of Trade, 

| ) Nor talking Arts to us are known ; 

1 Nor to be Warriours are we made, 
But, CHRIST, we follow thee alone. 


xill. 
With unpolluted Hearts, to thee 


We learn to call, we learn to ſing, 
Adoring, on our humble Knee, 


Weeping, yet joying, in our King. 
C 


This 
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XIV. 


This is the Craft by which we thrive, 
This Art of Living we purſue; 

The daily Taſk at which we ftrive, 
And with each dawning Sun renew. 


XV. 


Oh! ſet a Watch before our Eyes, = 
Great Watcher, ſearch out all our Ways ; | 

Many dark Folds we have, Oh! riſe Af 
On ſully'd Hearts with cleanſing Rays. . : 


X. 


O Saviour! bid, that we may ſtand, 
As fair and ſpckleß a8 they ſipod, a 

Who were, of Old, 2 thy Command, 
Baptiz d in JonRpAN 8 Silver Flood. 


XVII. 


2442 
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Tho' Night, or evil Thoughts of Night, ITE 
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With Suk Deeds ſhould our Minds infed, 

Diſpel them with that Myſtick Light, | 

Which by enlight'ning can correct. 
XVIII. 


Thou can'ſt the fouleſt Er Ho take, 
And make his Skin as white as Sou, 
Of Ebony can't Cryſtal make; 
We are thus ſtain 4, then change u us ſo, 


[| 
} : 
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XIX. 


Old Jacos, all this wakeful Night, 
The Captain of Gop's Hoſts reſiſts ; 
Bravely they ſtrive till Morning-Light, 

Unequal Wreſtlers in the Liſts. 


XX. 


But at Day-BREAK the Champian's Knee 
Sunk in the Combar, and grew lame ; 

His FEEBLE SINEW SHRUNK, and he, 

Contending with his Gop, grew tame. 


XXI. 
HE HALT EP ON His Thi, the Part 
Uncomely, which a Veil requires, 


Beneath the Seat of Life, the Heart, 
Which is the Source of looſe Deſires. 


XXII. 


Tris WAS FOR OUR INSTRUCTION WRIT, 


A Type of a benighted Soul, 
'Till all its Pow'rs to Gop ſubmit, 
Who can all Rebel-Force control. 


XXII. 
But ſtill the uſt are truly bleſs d, | 
If at Day-break it ſhall be found, 


That the OI D Man they have oppreſs'd, 
| Andgivn the Man os Sin a Wound. 


C 2 
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XXIV. 
AﬀeRed Blindneſs, now give Place ; 
Hurry'd along, till almoſt loſt, 
We made falſe Steps in all our 2 
Thro Error's winding Mazes toſt. 


XXV. 


Heay' n, ſmile upon us; and the Day, 
Be that ſo peaceful, we ſo pure, 

And nothing may, or do, or ſay, 
Nothing but what will Light endure. 


XXVI. 


May the good Day ſo kindly end, 

No Hand, no Tongue may praflſe Guile; ; 
No Eye thro' Wantonneſs offend, 

Our Bodies may no Spot Jefile. 


XXVII. 


The great Obſerver ſtands on high, 
And all our Actions ſees from far, 
From th Hour that we begin to die, 
Io th Evening, from the Morning -Star. 


XXVII. 


He Witneſs is, and Sentence gives; 
Nothing eſcapes his ſearching Eye, 

Nothing which human Thought conceives ; 
None can him bribe, or fright, or fly. 
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HYMN at the Lighting up of 
Candles. 


From PRUDENTIUS, by the SAME. 


2 Urnokof Light, our Leader, and our Guide, 
Who into Day and Night doſt Time divide, 
9 The Sun nowyields the Day to diſmal Night, 


Cnxis r, ſend thy Servants freſh Supplies 


(of Light. 
On Heav' n's bright Face Stars make a Milky Way, 


The Moon to rule the Night, the Sud the Day. 
But thou haſt taught ns Mortals, in the Dark, 
From Nerves of Flint to force a gentle Spark! 

By this Experiment to teach Mankind 

Eternal Light from thee, to ſeek and find; 

From thee, who ſtyl ſt thy felf our ſtable Rock, 
Op'ning the Fire of Love to all that knock. 

Our common Fire, ſtruck from that ſtony Seed, 
With catching Matter, drench'd in Oil, we feed: 
Or draw fine Twiſts thro' Wax we take . * 
But firſt we take the Honey for our Fees. 

Flame in a Shell will live, with Oil for Drink, 
And till it licks up all will never fink: 


Qur 


(14) 

Our pitchy Links the bleeding Pine ſuſtains, 

And the dry Firs the yellow Flambeau drains. 

Warm, gummy Drops, which trickle down the Hill, 
Our Oratories with their Odours fill; 

Down from the burning Top they melting creep, 

And as the Taper waſtes, it ſeems to weep. 

O bounteous Father ! all the Thanks be thine, 

Thar all our Courts with Lamps ſo glorious ſhine. 
Thus a Mock Noon with abſent Day-light vies, 

And thus, with her torn Veil, Night vangquiſh'd flies. 
But who diſcerns not Light's immortal Spring, 
Wnoſe Rays from Gap himſelf their Luſtre bring > 
Ee r the Great Gop was of a Virgin born, 
Moss beheld him in a flaming Thorn. | 
Happy, to fee the Prince, whoſe Throne, ſo, high 
Irradiates the low Buſh: Bur DRAW Nor NIGH ; 
For OFF THY SHOOES : This was the dend Coin; 


PROFANE or HOLY GROUND, ON WHICH YOU 


(STAND. 
O14 * s noble Race, (which much relies 


On their long Lineage, and their Foe defies) 

Free from the barb rous Lords they ſerv'd before, 

Follow his ſacred Flame, and then adore. 

Thro'a wide Deſart, where their Camp muſt go, 

When all was Night, (to them it was not fo) 

The Pyramid of Fire, more bright than Day, 

Conducts the watchful Army on their Way. 

Th' EcypTian Tyrant boils with envious Rage, 
And raſhly bids his braveſt Troops engage: 

Bids ſound the Charge, and force them back agen 
With thund ring Squadrons of his Iron Men. 


The 


(15) 
The Men take Arms, and breath out Death and Wounds, 
Wounds ev'ry Sword, Death ev ry Trumpet ſounds. 
Some truſt in Darts, ſome trim the fatal Cane, 
And barbed Steel flies hizzing oer the Plain. 
The Foot move in a Wedge, with angry Speed, 
Some mount the Chariot with a fiery Steed. 
Tuliugs of War the dreadful Enfigns tell, 
The golden Lions rage, the Dragons ſwell. 


But now, no longer Slaves, Bleſs'd IsKAEL's Band, 


With lab'ring in the Sun all ſcorch'd and tann'd, 

To the Red Sea, with Mos Es, take their Way, 

And on the Sand their weary Bodies lay. 

When, lo! their Foes with their falſe Chief arrive, 
In full Career the fierce Battalions drive; 

Ox, HRO THE SHEA, ſaid MoSES,THERE's OUR Way, 
So HE COMMANDS, WHOM WIND AND SEA' OBEY. 
The Waves depart, the Waves ſtand up in Ranks, 
The wand' ring Waves ſtand ſolid as their Banks, 

On either Side, flank d with a watry Arch, 

Whilſt the glad People thro' the Middle march. 

The tawny Foes, urg d by a furious Hate, 

Or by their impious King's prodigious Fate, 

Or by a horrid Thirſt of HEBREW Blood, 

Plung'd fearleſs in the Gulph, and dar'd the Flood. 


With headlong Courage, in the Deep they ſpread; IT 


Each briny Mountain ſhakes its threat ning Head: 
Down with impetuous Noiſe the liquid Wall 
Drops on each Side, and down the Billows fall. 
Chariots and Hozſes, Arms and armed Peers, 
Float mingled in the Wreck; black Cuiraſſiers, 
T Such 
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| (16) 
Such as in Royal Tow'rs Night-Watches keep: 
Sunk ſadly down into their 21-0 Sleep. 


JIssus! What Tongue s fo eloquent 40 raiſe 
A Trophy worthy thy immortal Praiſe ? 
By many Strokes meck Moszs, with his Wand, 
Strikes PAROA dead, but Are with thy right Hind: . 
Thou the broad Sea for ſettled Bounds haſt made, 
Thro' which advent'rous Mortals ſhould not wade ; 
Yet Thee it flies, thro it thy Armies go; . 
The greedy Flood o erwhelms the Godleſs Foe. 
The barren Rock freſſi purling Brooks ſupplies, 
The dry Flint gapes, the living Waters riſe, 
To quench their raging Thirſt with cooling Streams, 
Whom the Sun wounded with his pointed Beams. 
The Lake of Gall prov'd Honey to the Taſte, 
On the dull Pool when healing Wood was caſt: 
Tis Wood, the Crofs, which fweetens bitter Things; 
There fix our Hopes, for there all Virtue ſpringss. 
Food for the Camp deſcends, like Morning-Snows, + 
Thick on the Ground, like Winter-Hail it ſhows; 
With Angels Food their Tables they ſupply, | 
But Cnyr1sT provides; and pours it from the Sky: 
As fruitful Show ers deſcend with gentle Gales, | 
So, wing d upon the Wind, came pleaſant Quails : 
Wafted from Heav'n, in Fehn on Earth they lie, 
An eaſy Prize, that never more ſhall . 


Theſe mighty Wonders, by the great TukkE Ons, 
Of Old were for the Godlike Patriarchs done; 


M The 
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The ſame kind Givet bids us, Tae ann EAT, 
And feeds our Souls with Myſtick-real Meat. 
He calls us thro' the World's impetuous Waves, 
Rebukes the Sea, and 1s poor Sailors ſaves. 
Calls our tir'd Souls, free'd from a thouſand Woes, 
Up to the Land where Milk with Honey flows. 
There wond'rous Roſes ſpread their fragrant Beds, 
There Stranger Sun-flow'rs rear their golden Heads; 
There glows the Violet, the rich Crocus there, 
And living Fountains keep them freſh and fair, 
There ſov reign Balſom drops from all the Boughs, 
And chearful Spices every Bark allows : 
A River, from a Source unſeen, recruits 
The beauteous Trees, which bring immortal Fruits, 
O Souls in Bliſs ! what glorious Hymns they ſing, 
In verdant Meadows, where tis always Spring? 
Harmonious Souls, that in one Conſort meet, 
Whilſt Lilies bow to kiſs their ſacred Feet. 
So, ev'ry Night, our Hands with Joy we rear, 
(True Joy's a ſerious Thing, and a ſevere) 
All Fellows of the Guard, we watch and pray, 
And holy Vows in holy Places pay. 
Our moving Lights, fix'd to the glitr'ring Roof, 
Some near the Pavement hang, and ſome aloof, 
And thro' Glaſs-Lamps, which ſome wiſe Virgin trim 
The well-fed Flame darts Luftre as it ſwims. | 
Stars ſeem to blaze along, and this their Sphere, 
With ſweeping Trains, the Leſs and Greater Bear ; 
The ruddy PHosrHoR, and bright CHARLEs's Wain, 
That o'er the THRACIAN BosPHOR drives amain. 


1 When 


(18) 


When the freſf Dew deſcends, and brings the Night, 
What fitter Off ring can we bring than Light? 

Light, the beſt Gift which bounteous Heav'n beſtows, 
Light all God's other Gifts and Bounties ſhows. 
Light to our Eyes and Minds thy Grace imparts, 
Seen in thy Works, felt working in our Hearts. 
This Light to thee, with humble, pure Intent, 
Dipt, as in holy Oil, I now prefent. 

Thy Son, moſt mighty Father, intercedes, 

Thy EqQuaL Son for kind Acceptance pleads, 

Our glorious Lord, thy proper Image, He! 

The Spirit of Love is breath'd from Him and Thee. 
In him thy Brightneſs and thy Wiſdom fhine, 
Thy Pow'r, thy Goodneſs, and thy Love divine; 
Great ONE and TaREz ! Eternal Ages, they 

So live and reign, as one perpetual! Day. 
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AHymn before SLEEP. 
From PRUDENTIUS, by the SME. 


E 


Our, mighty Father, mighty Lord, 
Whom none can fee, hut all deſire ; 
Come, ]zsvs, Lord, the Father's Word: 

Come, Holy Ghoſt, our Souls inſpire ! 


II. 


Come, All- ſufficient THREE in Ox x, 
Come, ON in THREE, in Glory move; 
Come, Son of Cop, eternal Son; 
Come, Gon, the Spirit of mutual Love. 


III. 


Now our Day Labour's at an End, 
Now tis our Time to take ſome Eaſe; 
Now Sleep, our Nature's gentle Friend, 
Waits on our weary Limbs to ſeize. 


MH 2 Our 
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V. 


Our Minds, in Tempeſts all the Day, 
Wrack'd with dire Cares, and overpreſs'd, 
Now drench'd in deep Oblivion, may 
All the long Night lie charm'd to Reft. 


Wo 


Widely diffus d, the Opiatc-Balm 
So kindly ſpreads rhro' all the Veins, 
The ſtormy Soul grows ſmooth and calm, 
And no harſh Senſe of Grief remains, 


VI. 


This is the God of Nature's Will, 
To give his Creatures ſweet Repoſe, 
This healing Med'cine to diſtil, 


For all our Pains, for all our Woes, 
VIE 


But whilſt the pleaſing Languor creeps 
O er all the little World of Man, 

It bathes him in freſh cooling Sleeps, 
And makes his Life but half a Span, 


VIII. 


For, quick as Lightning, free as Air, 
Around the Globe, in Tnovohr, he flies; 
To Thor all hidden Things appear, 


Tnovokr all their various Forms deſcries. 


Firſt 


( 7 


IX. 


Firſt, looſe from Cares, and unconfin d, 

Tnovonr from the Throne of Gop was brought, 
And thence ſtill ſtreams the æthereal Mind, 

Where THOUGHT ſo nimbly flows on Tour. 


X, 


A Thouſand Phantoms, here and there, 

Bright THouGuT a Thouſand Landſcapes feigns ; 
TrHouGHrT runs thro all with ſwift Career, 

O er all its airy Conqueſts reigns, 


XI. 


The working Brain frames divers Dreams, 
Amidſt the Terrors of the Night; 

And ſometimes Heav'n darts, with its Beams, 
The Sacred, the Prophetick Light. 


XII, 


Sometimes the Fiend, from Shades below, 
Effaces Truth, falſe Lights intrudes ; 

With Scenes of Horrour, and of Woe, 
With Riddles dark, rhe Soul deludes, 


XIIL 


But he, whoſe Heart is ever clean, 
Whoſe Hands with Sin are never foul, 

Shall oft receive, with Light ſerene, 
Deep Myſteries into his Soul. 


(22) 
XIV. 


Whilſt he, whoſe Breaft is Vice's Cell, 
Where nightly Haggs their Revels keep, 
kn ev'ry Conſult meets a Hell, 
And all its Furies, in his Sleep, 


XV. 
The ] Patriarch thus was found to ſhow 
Himſelf in Jail the Jailor's Friend, 


And made two Courtly Pris ners know 


What their myſterious Dreams portend. 
XVI 


One, to his former Truſt reſtor d, 
Does for his Maſter Wine prepare; 

But th other, ſentenc'd by his Lord, 
Feeds Vultures, and infects the Air. 


XVII. 


When Viſions ſo perplex d the King, 
This youthful Sage foretold the Dearth, 

And bade them into Gran ries bring 
The plenteous Product of the Earth. 


XVII. 


Then as Chief Miniſter of State, 

Rais d to command the ſpacious Realm, 
Great as a Demi-God he ſate, 

Dividing Empire at the Helm. 


— 


+ 7ofepb. 
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XIX. 


O! what myſterious, wondrous Things, Em 
The Rays Divine in Sleep reveal? | 

What bright Ideas Ig SsUs brings 
To glorious Saints? but they conceal; 


Saint Joan, our Saviour's happy Friend, 
(Whom his dear Lord, a Friend as true, 

Bade, in the Spirit, to Heav'n aſcend) | 
Out-reach'd the row'ring Eagle's View. 


XXI. 


He ſaw God's Lamb, new ſlain and crown d, 
Clad in the Crimſon Robes of State: 

He, only He, was worthy found 
Firſt to unſeal the Book of Fate. 


XXII. 


* Lo! in his thund'ring Arm he ſways 
© Such a bright-flaming Steel, as like 
* The Lightning, flaſhing ſeveral Ways, 
© Threatens a double Stroke to ſtrike. 


** He, the Great Searcher, has in Sight 
c&c Fach Soul's, each Body's leaſt Offence ; 


* He bids the two-edg'd Sword of Light 
*: The firſt and ſecond Death diſpenſe, 


cc Vet 


(24) 


XXIV. 


© Yet with his Juſtice Mercy vies, 
« And his fierce Anger ſo repells, - 

ee That they alone, who Heav'n deſpiſe, 
ce Shall be cahdemn'd to endleſs Hells, 


XV. 
« Gon, careful of his Son's juſt Fame, e 
A grand Tribunal him allows, 


« GIVES HIM AROVE ALL NAM ES A Name; ; 
« FOR AT.nuis NaME NO RN BE BUT BOWS« 


XXVI. 


r Curs'd AnTICaRtST, that cruel King, 

God, by his Strength of Hand, ſubdues; 
r His Servants back the Trophies bring | 
From the vile Monſter God perſues. | A oy» 


XXVII. 
The mighty Beaſt, that for its Food 
Would the wide Univerſe devour, 


That deep unfathom'd Gulph of Blood, 
Saint Jonx foretells its fatal Hour, 


XX VII. 


Now, let the bold Uſarpet ſwell, 
Whilſt he himſelf che Saviour calls, 

Lo! down he finks as low as Hell, 

The falſe before the tue one falls. 


(25) 


XXIX. 


Such bleſſed Viſions him inſpire, 
Till th' Apoſtolick Hero wakes, 

Then his high Genius mounting high'r, 
Thro' the whole Heav'n a Progreſs takes. 


XXX. 


Poor We pretend to no ſuch Flight, 
Whom Nature's Errors lead aſtray ; 
Whoſe Souls ſuch various Luſts benight, 

Poor We muſt take a lower Way. 


XXXI. 


Well- pleas d, if our low Nature ſpent, 
With kindly Slumbers we renew; 
Well- pleas d then, if the Night preſent 
No ghaſtly Spectres to our View. 


XXXIL 


Mortal, who do'ſt thy Gop revere, 
O think upon the Laver now, 

Once cleans d, and once anointed there, 
O think on thy Baptiſmal Vow ! 


XXXIII. 
Then, when ſoft Slumber bows thy Head, 


Think but who bow'd his Head for thee, 


And ſpread thy Arms as his were ſpread, 
And fix on him, fix'd on the Tree. 


E 


From 


( 26 ) 
XXXIV. 


From all foul Deeds, and all foul Fiends, 
But Thinking of the Croſs will keep; 
The Croſs, impreſs'd on holy Minds, 
Will ey them ſteddy whilſt they fleep. 


XXXV. 


| 
When wand'ring Fancy takes her Flight, 
Far be all monſtrous Dreams we pray; 
With thy Devices, dark as Night, 
O Charmer vile, be far away. 


XXX VI. 


How will the twining Serpent wind 
A thouſand Ways, by his black Arts, 
| A thouſand Stratagems wall find, 
How he may ſtorm our peaceful Hearts ? 


XXXVII. 


| | But CHRIST is here; SATAN be gone; 
| Taz LorD1s HERE; Fiend, take thy Fligh: : 
That heav'nly Sign to thee's well known ; 
'Tis Hell to ſee his glorious Light. 


| XXXVIII. 
Tir'd with the Burden of the Day, 


Tho' Sleep our Bodies now controlls, 
We wake in Mind, to CurisT we pray, 
CaRisT, the great Center of our Souls. 


—p pp — — 
9 


Upon 


Upon Reading our Bleſſed Sa- 
dDiours Miracles. 


Tranſlated from PRUDENTIU3's Hymn for 
any Hour. By the ſame HAND. 


4 


OL, reach my Lute, and T'll begin my Song; 
May all the Strings be good and ftrong ; 
May ev ry Stroke be juſt and true; 


For CurisT's illuſtrious Acts are in my 
(View, 


Him ſhall my Lute reſound, him ſhall my Song purſue. 
| 4 


CurIsT's Advent was King David's glorious Theme, 
The Seer who wore the Diadem, 
The Prince of Sacred Poets join'd 

Voices, and Strings, and Inſtruments of Wind, 


While Extaſies Divine fill'd his capacious Mind. 
III. 8 


Of Wonders wrought, and firmly prov d, I ſing, 


And all the World for Witneſs bring: 


(28) 
For ſure no Man of Senſe denies 


What Heaven and Earth beheld with joyful Eyes, 
HowGop came down to Men,that Men to Gop might riſe. 


IV. 


From his dear Father's Sacred Boſom He, 
Before the World began to be, 
By Divine Emanation came ; 
ALPHa and Oneca, Firſt and La, his ll) 


All Things which are, which were, which ſhall be, are 
- | (his Frame. 


He ſpake, and it was done; His high Command 
Produc'd the Spheres, the Sea, the Land, 
That triple Machine, which we call 
The mighty Univerſe, containing all | 
Beneath the Sun's bright Orb, and the Moon 8 's changing | 


Behold ! a ſtrange new Thing under the Sun, 
A Man's frail Body Gop puts on, 
Fitted to ſuffer, and to dye, 
For the firſt Guilty Man's Poſterity, 
Or elſe, to dye the Death, was ſeal'd their Deſtiny. 


VII. 


O Bleſſed Son, who from the Happy Dame, 
That Ever-Virgin Mother came! 
She brought forth Life to raiſe the Dead, 
On her the Holy Ghoſt was over-ſpread, 
The World's Deliv'rer ſhew'd his ſacred Infant-Head. 
There- 


(299 
VII. 
Therefore let Angels and Archangels ſing, 
Let Heav'n with joyful Ecchoes ring; 
J=svs, the Pow'rs of Heav'n inſpire, 


And ev'ry human Tongue with ſtrong Defire 
Of joining with one Voice, in one Seraphick Quire. 


IX. 


Behold the King, whom tuneful Men foretold 
(For Poets Prophets were of Old) 
When ſhould his Advent be, and how, 
Their true Oraculous Verſe foretold ; and now 
The Glorious King arrives, to whom all Knees No 
ow. 
X. 


He at a Marriage-Feaſt vouchſafes to dine, 
Use turns their Water into Wine; 
Ill News was told, the Wine was ſpent ; 
To th amaz d Maſter of the Feaſt he ſent, 
And feeble Water chang'd to nobler Element. 


XI. 


Poor Men, with Bodies full of Sores and Blains, 
Their very Souls oppreſs'd with Pains, 
Let them be whole, ſaid He, Poor Men; 

Their Fleſh grows young, and firm, and ſmooth again, 


He ſpoke the pow'rful Word, and, lo! they x found 
| (and clean. 


1 E. by The 
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(30) 
XII. 


The woful Eyes condemn d to laſting Night, 
He, who is Man's immortal Light, 
He, who no Darkneſs can endure, 
With Spittle of his own, like Nectar pure, 
Half opens thoſe blind Eyes, and then compleats the 


(Cure. 
XIII. 


The raging Winds break looſe, the roaring Waves 
For Ships and Sailors gape like Graves: 
Save our torn Bark, fave, Lord, they cry'd: 
Peace, furious Winds, faid he; the Winds comply'd, 
Trembling ſtand all the Waves, 4 like calm Rivers 
os : (glide, 


One Touch but of his Garment's Hem transfus'd 
A ſovreign Balm, and Health produc'd ; 
On the pale Cheeks freſh Roſes blow, 
Dry'd is the Fountain of the Patient's Woe, 


The conſtant Purple Streams no more their Banks o'er- 
(flow. 


XV. 


He ſaw the lovely Youth, Death's wy Prey, 
Alas! too early ſnatch'd away ; 
He heard his Mother's Funeral-Cries ; 
Riſe, Youth, he fail; the Youth begins to riſe, ' 
Lowly the Matron bow'd, and bore away the Prize. 


Dead 


(31) 
XVI. 
Dead Lazarus was laid in his dark Cave; 
Four Suns had ſet upon his Grave ; 
A brighter Sun, which ne er will ſer, 
Brought Healing in his Wings, and Life with Heat ; 
The putrid breathleſs Lungs their vig 'rous Taſk repeat. 


XVII 
The watry Pavement felt his Sacred Feet, 
He treads the Billows, they ſubmit, 
And, as he walks, low Rev'rence pay ; 


The rolling Mountains ſmooth his ſteepy Way, 
Firm as a Marble Floor to him whom Seas obey. 


XVIII. 


Fierce in the Tombs the ſtrong Dzmoniack reigns, 
He bites his Fetters, breaks his Chains, 
Tho' mad to an extreme Degree, 

When he ſees CuR1sT approach, he cries, 'Tis He, 
And leaps with ſober Joy, and bends his humble Knee; 
XIX. 

A Legion of foul Fiends, an odious Peſt, 
In various Shapes he diſpoſſeſs d; 
Strait they the filthy Swine invade, 


Who run into the Floods ; the Devil's glad 
In any Place but Hell to drive but any Trade. 


Five 


(32) 
XX. 


Five Loaves, two Fiſhes, let the Saviour bleſs, 
His Word fo multiplies the Meſs, 
The wond'rous Reliques of their Store, 
The very Fragments, fill twelve Baſkets more, 
And yet Five Thouſand Gueſts were ſtrangely fill'd be- 


(fore. 
XXI. : 


Thou, Car1sT, our living Bread, our laſting Feaſt, 
Who feeds: on Thee, feeds on the beſt ; 
The moſt delicious Royal Fare, 
Swells not the Paunch, but will the Soul repair, 
That Hunger cannot find, nor force an Entrance there. 


XXII. 


Fars that were deaf, thro which the loudeſt Sound, 
Thunder itſelf, no Paſſage found, 
Hear the ftill Voice of CyrrsT's Command; 
He bids the groſs obſtructing Ns diſband, | 
The ſofteſt Accents ftrait they hear and underſtand. 


XXIII. 


To Car1sT whole Troops of fierce Diſeaſes yield, 
And every Sickneſs quits the Field; 
. The dumb Lethargick finds his W. 
The old Paralitick riſes briſk and young, 
Takes up his Bed, and walks thro all the gazing Throng. 


CHRIST 


063305 


Cunts r from his Hea vn deſcends to Hell below! 
Tattend his Tridmphs' Angels go, 
To the d Seht of We South 1 
He feales their Walks, "theit Glen esne 7 
Tir arong Porteullis breaks; their da vide Sea 


MV. * 


Open to alf that knock A it few before, 4 
But h went in, tür no more, 
Till the chere Prerce df Fate 
And Death at fel on this Grelt Emir rot de 
Den removes the Bar, che Men repaſs the Gate | 


XXVI. 


For when the Gop, froth whom a Glory Areas; 
Gilds thoſe dark Regions with his Beams, 
Then their dirſmoaky Torches fail; 6 

Thus did the Day-Ipring from on high berni; : 

; In cher leu, difmal World, the ferting Stars grew pale. 


Nn. 


Then was the ſwange Etlipſe, the Sun was ed, 
Then in foul Shame he hid his Head, 
His fiery Axis left in Spite, 
In Moutning Weeds fo deeply veipd his Light, 
The World food 1 Night. 


1 


he”! 


My 


0340 
XVIII. 


My Soul, now miſe, now; reinforce thy Song: 
Ah! would theu hadſt an Angel reg 

Tell of the Trophies all Divine, 
Tha;TrigmphevE the Cent, ther Heayinly Sign; 
That ſacxed Badge, which, makes the Chriſtian's Fore- 


« - 9 — 


cz) 2 ſhine. 


Water and lala fn his id; 
The Water for a Laver ſtood, 
For Euchariſtick Wine the Crimſon Flood: 


T: adorn the Martyrz Crown, when he's baptiz Blood. 
(Bl 
. 
The curſed Serpent ſaw, with envious . 
Ihe bleſſed Man a Sacrifice ; . 
He ſaw, and vented at the Sight 45 


Choler aduſt, and Venom black as Night, 
To he, his Empire broke, which broke: his, Heart with 


Spite. 
XXI. a 


What h haſt chou gain' d, Deceiver, by thy Plot, 
What, by thy changing Shapes haſt rf 
Tho' Eve became thy eaſy Prey, 
Tho Ap au felt a mortal Wound that 8 
Yet: Gov, in orig hag ket: mortal Sin away. 


Our 


** 2 


(9 


Our vallant Chief reflgn's his facred Breath, 
He lent himſelf a while to Death; 1 
| A Royd1Toan! but foon repaid : : 
Old Pr ners of the Grave he Fidkmen made, 
And, loos d fidm' Bands of Sin, roſe many a WY 


ot (Shade, 


Rabens lite Fiſe, and Saints, who ive Wah” 
Make up their new Creators Train; 2 — 
Early, the third „biigt, Happy Day, 9 

He the triumphant Victor calls, and theß 22 

Leap from theit Shrowds well fend, and as lud 

1) (Call obey. 


| Here 'twas to fee how Duſt ind Aſhes eloſe 2517 
When ſtrong and well Knit Members role, 
How the cald Particles would fain 
Get vital gen rous Warinth, thro*evry Vein 
How Nerves; Bones, Marrow greet, wid all ſkinn d * 
e XXXV. | (again. 


Thus Death, the King of Terrors, he ſubdu'd, 
And fall'n Man's ſnort Ife renew d: 
Then did the,Godlike Herd fly 
Up to his father Judgment-Seat an high, 
Wine Jew 
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392) 


XVI. 
Hail! Mighty, Judge of Sleepers in tho Cm. 
. Hail: King fing, mighty to fave; , : 
In Heav'n poſſeſs, the higheſt Rp m Fa 
4 Thou from thy Father's own Right-Hang ſpal wee. 
| A pſt avenging Gop, to ſpeak the fatal Pm. bak 


XVI. 


85 e) 


Thee Sages old, ang vig'zous Youths, Jhall praide;1 
Babes ſhallghejr tender Voigegaaile,,;.2./ 
Cͤdaſſe Matrons, ang the Virgin Qui, 
Such as who mn with pure and hallqw d Eg, 
Bah Ul eee ee ſhall their Songs 


of» He (inſpi PLIC, 
VII. 


| Thee filem Streatns hal praiſe, and ben cht roar] 
= Thee every Rock and every Sark 
Rain, Snom, and Fraſt, and burning Mays, 
Fair Woods, freſh Air, cool Nights; and ſultry Days, 
Ed flow 40 ue dr dal fond thine Goth 
= 5 
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(38) / 
And hurry d blindly be to that one Place, 
Where Kings and Slaves, n embrace. 


The mighty CARS now compell d 7 lie 5 2 2 4 
In the dark Dungeon of Mortality; | '.”_ 
His ange an made aich Thin ak Expire bara, = 


Bounded within the Compaſs of an Urn. 


4 H I 

In vain we ſhun the Cruelties of Arms, 
In vain the rring Jean $ rude, Aarma FOI 14 
In vain we Plagues and üer 4 
Ills, that ſwarm thick i in Autumn's fickly Sky: 
For all muſt o er the ofoomy Waters ride, 
Where black Cocxrus rolls his lazy. Ti e. — 
With the leaſt Shock tim immortal S e flies, 


Nature's undreſs d, and the Clay Creature dies. 
Happy the, Man, ,who treads ſo, juſt a i 8 
Thar gladly he Dearh's Summons can, ey, r! 


But curs d are they, who in their Stains retire, 15 = 2 
Condemn d to ſcorch in Streams of liquid Fire, - = 7 


Where Murderers,: and xr ge." - 0 2 10 
Bear n of their Diſ grace. 
a 167 eie T div E 1522 7 1 
Nor ſhall obo Einte ag OI NY 7-4 
te any longer yours; thin for your Life: N&29HT oft! 


The prattling Children, you ſb/dearly' prise 
Win yield no Joy to your benightt@/Byes. © | 4 07 
A Velvet Coffin, and a finer cio ddt 
Can only ſerve to mark you — ZN 903 7GTt 
Of all the Trees you nurſe iti Coſt and Care, 5 
None will deſcend to the poor Maſter's Share, 

1 | Bus 


(39 
But a few Cypreſs Boughs to dreſs your Herſe: 
Your yo Nome ſhall Ye, _ it lives i in Jerks, 


FW = 75 8 


Then will 5 1 dete RA we 
A Treaſure you with hundred Locks confine, 


Thar the proud Hogg ſhall with his drunken N 
ine; 
Such | plendid Meals he'll double on his Gueſts, 


As pamper'd Ponriffs when they treat their Priefts 
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Written on a 12 of 8 POEM 
On the Laſt Day. 
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By T. WAR TON, M. A. of Magd. Col. Oxon. 


et che Acheiſt trẽmble; thou alone 
| car bid his conſcious Heart the Godhead 


» (own. 


-Y 
D Whom vi thou not reform? O!hou haſt 
SBS: (ſeen 


2d ade this Saul of Men. 
Thou bn 41 eee mourn, 


Vet more: ( not impious Man alone, 
But Earth next briſig Mmigbty Vengeance down.) 
Sudden, alas! ten thouſand Thunders fall, 

And lo! Czleftial Fire conſumes the Ball. 

But as All finks when ev'ry Bolt is hurl'd, 

Thou viewiſt the boundleſs Ruins of the World. 

So fell the Sulphur on the deſtin'd Plain, 

When guilty SopoM felt the burning Rain: 

the Great PATRIARCH, when the Storm was paſs' d, 
With pious Horrour view'd the mighty Waſte : 


The 


„ 
The Smoke till roll d its reſtleſs Clouds around, 
oY 2 the glow; vnd fe: 
bes 


— FR x 
- A. * \ 4 4 5 Bee” 5 
22 < Q? - 


a. - 
Phakure!)- tell, 
„ 
N. - 
mil 


How _ thou pleas'd the wondrous Theme to try, 
And find a humane Mind could Par fo high! 
Beyond this World the Labour wy * 
"TT all to A 


as 


: ; 


* 
* * 
POT RY 1 


11 art thou be yy. to OI 
Heav'n's holy Dictates in e ted Verſe : 
O thou haſt Power the qe — to warm, 
Toigrieve, V Pegf. . 

To make Mankind on GO has 6's fix 4, 
And i in this Life antici pate the next | 
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Ear Limbs, fall n Choke * * Eins too 
(true Preſage 
Of Nature's yielding to decrepit Age! 


The Oil of Life conſum'd, the ſacred Lamps 
(expire; 


The Fuel hunt, extinguiſlu d is the Fire: 
The Roots 5 decay d, no more the Trees can grow; 
The Sings 2 7 d up, che! Fountains ceaſe to flow. 


With ug Hott hor, the good: Nees lies! 
Like waſted aper Wink his: dying Eyes. 

Wath all its Force Deat eg on the Prey, 

And bears in Pomp the ſacred Spoils away. 
PHySICK would gladly all its Aid impart ; 

But Nature ſcorns to be repair'd by Art. 

The Period of his Toils is now decreed, 


AnÞ te Poul longs from Bondage to be freed. 


With 


(43) 
With eager Joy he wings his airy Flight, 
Paſſes the Stars, and ſhines an Och of Light. 
Yet ſtill his Gain we as our Loſs deplore, - 
Now but the Half of what we were before: 
He was the better Half, that moy'd the Whole; 
We're but the Carcaſs, left by him the Soul. 
But why of Death ſhould we begin Complaint? 
It ſpoil d the Man, but could not hurt the Saint. 
When a good Shepherd's to his Lord retir'd, 
Belov'd by Angels, as by Men admir'd, 
His Happineſs we envy, whilſt we grieve , 
None ſhould the Lab rer of his Hire bereave. 
Long a triumphant Patience had he ſhown, 
And now's rewarded with a radiant Crown. 
Worn out with Study, and with Years, he gocs 
To gain immortal Vigour and Repoſe. 
His Mind now thinks, intuitive of Truth; 
His Face now blooms with everlaſting Yours 
But yet, O happy Soul! if thou canſt know 
The Sorrows of thy mournful Flock below, 
Vouchſafe, from thy bleſs d Manſion of 5 Wien 
| To ſhed. one Ray from thy propitious Eyes, 
That quickly will diſpel our Clouds of Grief; 
(Our Cares had ſtill thy Pity and Relief!) 
Then, by thy Influence chear d, thy Sons ſhall find 
The Prophet gone, his Mantle left behind. 


U n i "IANS we are to 
receive the Hol Communion, 


An H Y MN. et; * PR 
by Piſhop PATRICK. Ta 


|; 1. 


AE Ucn Joys as Angels felt on CI ST GAR 


(nigh, 
When Curtsr aſcended up on High, - 


2 Such Joys this holy Sacrament attend; 
May Cnr15T into our proftrate Hearts deſcend, © 
Souls in the Duft, advance! Put on new Rays, 

Sing this new Song in our great Maſter's Praiſe. 
Tis a plain Song, vou ſing it at firſt View; 
New Hearts, new Hrn new Lives ſhould prove it 


(true; 

Old Things are pa'sd away, and all Things become 
(new. 

ig 2540 TT; 


O wond'rous Night! Strange Supper of the Logo! 
come, ſaid he, my Gov, to do thy Will: 
I muſt all Rires, all Promiſes fulfill. 


1 45! by 

For his ſelected Twelve the ſacred Board 

With his own Type, the Pas cAT Lam, was {pread, 
All he their dark Forefathers would afford, :, : ,,-: 
With a plain Sallad, and no pleaſant Bread... 
When on the duſky Type the Twelve had i&:. ..: nA 
With his own Hands he deals his Body fer a Dole, 
So deals it to them * that each esgiyes che *. M 


III. 
1 
* 


Their Fleſh was 3 1 le aokly. gare 9 7 

His Fleſh to ſtrengthen what in them was frail: 

Sorrow had fill'd their Hearts, Sorrow would e 

Refreſhing Wine; under Wine's myſtick Veil 

He into them his own Heart's Blood convey d, 

Gave it for him, who that rich Blood betray d. 

To ev'ry one he ſaid, Tyis BLooD 1s Mine; 

But take, and drink, andake it thine, 

And fo be like the mighty Man refreſh'd with Wine. 
\.) 4 N 
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Be this the Sacrifice of Praiſe, ſaid Hz, 

And Do THIS in MEMORIAS All or "vl 

None but the ſep'rate Holy Frieſt Foie near, 
To bleſs and part it t& the Laity: + | 


His Mother (worthy Deaconeſs) came Ma there, 
Althoueh her Womb his Temple were. 


We h:vz an Altar; he that ſhall aſpire 

To offer there with ſtrange unhallow'd Fire, 
May feel a ſtranger Fire from Heaven, or dwell 
With endleſs Burnings in the deepeſt Hell, 


(46 


To Day is that fulfill d and underſtood, 

How Man ſhould eat the Angels Food: 

All its old airy Shadows chac'd away, 

Subſtantial Food comes down from Heav'n to Day. 

Mirac'lous Feaſt ! where the poor humble Slave, 
To whom the wealthy Glutron bars his Doors, 
While every Dog belicks the LAZ AR's Sores, 

Who Alms, which would not court a Dog, may crave, 


Now, like a royal, welcome Gueſt, 


Feeds on his Loky himſelf, at his mirac'lous Feaſt. 


On 


On very Tempeſtuous Weather. 


From St. AMBROSE, by the SAME, 


4 a 5 
* 
* - 4A Jn £ 1 
1 * 
- - 
wy 5 
442 


| ns: | 
HE Clouds have veil'd our heav'nly Sphere; 
The Day's ſhut up; the Sun is fled ! 
All the long Night no Stars appear,  *7 
Nor dares the Moon once ſhew her Head. 


6 0 N 12 
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- What dreadful Lightning fires the Air! 
In Thunder Pole to Pole replies; . 
All Nature quakes, and cries, Prepare, iT 
For the World's Axis drops, the Skies. T 


1 III. 
The Seas are ſwell'd with Winds and Rain, 3 
The Seas forget their ancient — | 


O'er inland Countries flows the Main, 
And the Ships plough the fallow Grounds, 


FCC 
goon d, new ev Ty Iy Hema f, II 
Where Vines and Fig-trees grew before, . 

An Abe Mowers weapt he fails, 


a, 249 * 
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TV 
The wretched Farmer ;drown'd in Tears, , | 
Sees Vers. our of his Hands, 1 
Which floating lies in full - charg d Ears, 
With Children, Cattle, OT, Lands 
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Roofs "I their: Buildings torfi wad: 


Turn d upſide down, one Ruin — | 


With the poor Birds proud Fiſhes play, 
In Cottages which rock and ſhake. 
— 35 1 1. 5 i 
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The lofty Trees 8 78294207 2) _ 14 
Trees, Neſts, and Voung- ones, nn ag; 
Still the old Raven makes her Moan, 
And ſtill ſhe calls upon her Voung. 
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Men at their Windows ſtand and gase 4 (1 13 
Gaze on the Food with woful 'Byd6 gie 51.3 Df 
While the devout Sex always prays, 
And them the Flood with Boats ſupplies. 


s * Cunts r, 


(49 
TT 
ce Cunts, ſpare us, fince thy Blood is ſpilt: 
e The World once periſh'd by a Flood, © 
ce To cleanſe the ſinful Earth from Guilt ; 


But now tis cleans d by thine own Blood. 


X. | # 


15 


9 ſend thy Dove, in Sign of Peace, 
* Whenhe the Branch of Olive brings, 
© Then from their Rage the Waters ceaſe, 
<< O! ſend thy Dove with Silver Wings. 
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An H YMN-for a Faſting-Day, 
at the Ninth Hour. 


From Pri proves, by the SAME. 


— 


Mighty JgsV! who with gentle Hand 
Doſt ſtrongly guide, kindly command, 
With Silken Curb, and no ſtiff Rein, 
And with no rugged Law thy Servants doſt reſtrain; 
Tho' thou didſt bear, as an incarnate Gop, 
Thy ſacred Body's precious Load, 
Inimitable Toils didſt bear, | 
Yet laidſt chou on our 8 a Yoke far leſs ſevere. 


II. * 


Sg 


Now's the Ninth Hour, an Hour of Pray'r; the Sun 
Thus far his whirling Courſe has run, 
Almoſt three Parts of his old Race; (Place. 
One fourth of Light remains, then Darkneſs takes his 
We in Devotion miſſing our Repaſt, 
Already break ſo ſhort a Faſt ; 
Already ſuch full Boards enjoy, 


Enough to ſerve, to pleaſe, if not enough to cloy. 
ur 
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Our everlaſting Father is $18 free, 
Such an indulgent Tutor Th | 
He with ſhort Toil our Eiſe commends,, a 
Small Abſtinence accepts, then great Refreſhment ſends. 
Nor does he love whom ſordid Cloaths diſgrace, 
Nor the disfigurd LENTEN Face, 
To hoaft the Faſt which we mould hide, 
With Looks and Hair ad6rn'd-wirh no indecent Pride. 


TV. 
He bids rhee, who doſt Faſt, have nothing foul, 
No more thy Body than thy Soul ; 

Put not thy native Red away, | (Clay. 
Affedt nor, whilſt thou liv'ſt, dead-colour'd Cheeks of 
Our Free- vll Offerings, meant to Gopfalone, 

Are nobler when conceałd than ſhown ; 


Our Cloſet-Incenfe he regards, 
He who in ſecret ſecs, but openly rewards, 


V. 


0 
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He, the good Shepherd, ſeeks one drooping Sheep,” 
Not able with the Flack to keep, 
Where all are ſafe and ſound but this, (Fleece. 
While ev'ry creeping Buſh tears the poor Wand'rer's 
He on his Shoulders does it ſafely lay, 
And drives the envious Wolves away ; 
Till it gets Health he gets no Sleep, 
And to the Sunny Fold brings it, no drooping Sheep. 


Wo He 


(,52-) 
VI. 


He leads it to the Plains, and flow'ry Meads, 
Where Spring her verdant Carpet ſ preads, 
Where not a choaking Buyr can ſhoot, 
Nor prickly Thiſtle grow, nor barbed Thorn take Root, 
| But a delicious Grove of lofty Palms, 
And wholſom Plants drop nat'ral Balms 
Down their curl'd Heads, and Laurel-Shades, 
A living Criſtal Stream, Laurel which never fades. 


vn. 


O faithful Shepherd! for thy bounteous Cares 
How many Lives, how many Pray'rs, | 
_- Shall we repay? Yet all too few, (too. 
For him who ſav d our Lives, and ſtill preſerves them 
Tho' the freſh Paſtures gladly we forſake, | 
And willing Penance undertake, 
| And mortify, till truly dead, 
And praying Night and Day, forget our in Bread. 


VIII 


All theſe officious Pains to him run low, 
by, Nor riſe to his, which overflow ; 
Both his full Hands large Bleſſings hold, 
When our frail Veſſel breaks, if once we make too bold. 
Leaſt our frail Veſſel, * d of ſandy Clay, 
Its Atoms loos ning, ſhould decay, 
For Fear the Blood chill in our Veins, (reigns. 
Till weak ning the whole Frame, the watry Humour 


Phe 


( 53) 
IX 
The broad Highway of Abſtinence is ſo, 
As Gor makes Room enough to go, 
Where he drives none, but leads at Eaſe. 
Travel we may, as far, as faſt too, as we pleaſe; 
Act as we pleaſe, we ſhall he free from Blame, 
Commencing all in his great Name; 


Whether our Food we ſtill delay, 
Or whether here we cloſe our ſolemn Faſt to Day. 
3 
He, who with Eyes of Mercy ſees the Heart, 
| Takes the good Meaning in good Part: 
Bleſs we our ſober Meal with Pray'r, | 
Twill ſoon our Soul's as well as Body's Health repair, 
If Soul and Body live, I juſtly ſay, k 
Our Meals pip vs Much Goop To Dax; 
Gifts which a double Life reſtore, 
For which, great Giver, ſtill we humbly Tas adore. 


On the RefarreSios of the 
- fame B ody. 


— 


Tranſlated from PRUDENTIUs's Conclu- 
tion of his Apotheoſis. By the Same. 


"HY OW: Cunts v is riſen, what are you who 
- 7 


(dare 
Deride my Hopes, or tempt me to deſpair ? 


Sure I ſhall one Day come the Way he came, 
Trampling on Death, no more a dreadful Name. 

Me the ſame Man I was ſhall he reſtore ; 

I am not I, if other than before: 

Such Features, but more Luſtre in my Eyes, 

Like Looks, like Mien, but nobler when I rife. 


Earth ſhall diſgorge me whole, Heav'n will not ſpare 


A Tooth, a Nail, a Fibre, or a Hair. 

He who recalls me will not bring me lame; 

What Reſurrection, if there's ſtill a Maim ? 

Where Chance, Diſeaſe, or Grief, has ought decay'd, 
Where old, lethargick, eating Age has prey'd, þ 
When all ſhall be reviv'd, that all ſhall be repaid. 

For vanquiſh'd Death ſhall then by Force be juſt, 

And give Account cf every Grain of Duſt, 


Where 


( 55) 


Where Death his Agents, waſting Pains, employ'd, 
Death ſhall reſtore what he ar they deſtroy d. 
Departed Mortals, reſcu d from their Graves, 
Ought to come back entire, and not by halves. 
My ſinking Limbs, be fearleſs, ſince tis true, 
The Prince of Life return'd to quicken you. 
Who carry'd our own Fleſh, muſt needs be kind, 
And raiſe up our vile Bodies more refin d. 
Think then on Sickneſs with a gen rous Scorn, 
Think Wounds and Scars may eaſily be born: 
Defy the yawning Grave, and march away, 

Led by your mighty Chief on his high EAS TER-Dar. 
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Upon the RESURRECTION 
of LaZzARUs. 


St. JOHN, Cap. II. 


OW dares my flatt'ring Musz, my humble 


Son 
: ; Upon theſe noble Wonders dwell ſo — 


Of him who rais'd thee to proclaim the 
(Worth, 


Once more from Darkneſs, Lazanu S, COME FORTH. 
Whence roſe that Voice, with ſuch a pow'rful Sound, 
As reach'd thee, thro' Death's Chambers, Wader 


N Ground? 


Whoſe Summons made thee ſtart, and ſtand upright, 
When laid ſo low, wrapt up in laſting Night? 
Where lies the Gulph, which all Mankind devours? 
Are thoſe dark Regions bordering upon ours? 

Thoſe melancholy Hills which Poets teign? 

Thoſe dreadful Vales where they make Chaos reign ? 
The River, from a Source unſeen, which laves 


The thirſty Banks with ever-burning Waves ? 


The 
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The — he approach d the Grave; 3 
Huge maſly Stones ſecur'd the hollow Caye: 1 : 
But when the Prince of Life to th Entrance . 1 
And cited his cold lifeleſs Friend by Name: - p x 
Strait flew aſide the pond rous rocky Rar, 5 


Strait iſſued Out Death 8 Pris' ner ſlain i in 12 


Fou, his glad Siſters, looſe, and let him go; 

Sweet, Aromatic: . flow SA 
From his pure Shrowd; no Steams which foul the 
His Eyes reſparkle, and his Looks are fair, (Air; ; 
And his pale Checks grow ruddy as they were. 
To his fall'n Houſe who could the Gueſt reſtore, | 
But he who built the curious Frame before? 

Again the Lamp of Life, rekindling, .glow'd, 

| * the dull A with nn 3 flow 44 
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0 Death! how quick of Ine mob s 
O deaf to all; and tractable to none“ 
How art thou tam d, wild Beaſt, how ſhould this be; 
What mighty Nm ob has thus hunted thee? 
Who ſnatch d me from thy Paws, thou muſt confeſs,” 
Than JxEsbs, the great GoD, ole ben no leſs. 1 
To thoſe a Saviour who deny to have, 1 


May ſt thou be ſtill the Jaylor of the Grave : > „ : 


Keep at thy Pleaſure all the Damn'd in Pain ; 


But free the Juſt, nor g 80 N e Chain. 1 0 
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A TRANSLATION out of St, Gre- 
gory Naxiangen, bemoaning the * 
\ ing of his Church. 


FE” 
5 3. THEOPHIL US. 
Y Sea, by Land, ſtrange Evile hack I boa 


By Foes; _ 4 Friends, by Wolves, calld 
- (Shepherds, torn. 


But this, 8 5 melts to Streams my 
To ſee our Tanne den Sacrifice, Me (Eyes, 
None, when Mount Sion the proud SYRIANS tapk, 
None on their Temple caſt a fadder Look: 

For th Ark of Cop none ſo their Garments tent, 
Not Ja cos could his Jos Ep ſo lament. 

No Lioneſs ſo moan her Young Ones ſlain; ., 3 
Nor he, whoſe Lambs they flew, could fo complain. © 
No Bird ſo wail 'd, whoſe Neſt was torn away, 
To ſee her unffedg d Offspring made a Prey ; 

As I thoſe ſacred Ruins muſt deplore, - 1 .... 
That ſinking Pile, but juſt repair d before; 

Still as my Hearr and Tongue remember Thee, 

do let my Saviour ſtill remember me. 


Oft 


„ 
Oft on my Eye-lids when ſoft Slumber falls, 
My Dream is of a Crowd in Great St. Paus. 


* * —— 3 


An airy Temple i in my Mind 1 W__< 6 
And o'er the pleaſing Viſion drop a er 3 1 
Fancy the Singers, and the Virgin-Quire, . 


People that pray, and Strangers that admire ; 
Widows and Orphans, Pilgrims, Sick, and Poor, 
Watching Gop's Alm'ners at his Church's Door. MAY 
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An Epiſtls to THEOPHILUS. 


Fram PHILOMUSUS, 


And my torn Veſſe ſcarce ſuſtains a Storm: 
yu my afflicted Life no Changes knows, 
>” Bur ad Viciffitudes of various: Woes : 
Your Friendly Care ftill guides me to the Shore, 
Where ſafe I fir, and hear the Tempeſt 7 roar. 
Thus when an Liner views Mankiud | Fiftreſs d, 
He feels Compaſſion pleading in his Breaſt: 
With Speed the Heav nly Guardian downward flies, 
And, to preferve the Wretched, leaves the Skies. 
Whilf you deſpiſe, with a becoming Hate, 
Ihe pompous Miſery of being Great; 
And from the World illuſtriouſly retire, 
With all the Virtues which the World admire: 
Still by your Favour let the Muſe be crown'd, 
And plant her Liurels in more fruitful Ground: 


9 55 Hilſt angry Wavesgze "EY Deep deform, 


The 


(661055 
The grateful Muſe will, in Retarn7'beſtow, ' 5:117+ 
Her growing Laurels to adorn your Brow. 0 ing 
So when Winds whiſtle, and deſcending Rain © eu! 
Pours from above, and deluges the Plain, a 
The fragrant Flows e enjoys the friendly Aig” 
Of ſome vaſt Oak, and ſmiles beneath the Shade 7 
Its balmy Odours with the Show'rs rene ws, 1 wa . 
Which from the Leaves diſtil in kindly Deos, SITE 58 
And when the Fury of the Storm is laid; 10 = 
Repays with Sweets'the hoſ pitable Shade. n 
Hard is their Fate, who when they long endure 
Trains of Afflictions, late receive a Cure: 
Who like tall Ships, on liquid Mountains toſs'd, 
Before they r ſav d, muſt almoſt firſt be loſt. 
You, e er the Danger comes, a Refuge ſhow, 
And, as it threatens, intercept the Blow. 
Thus to Great HzcToR, proftrate on the Ground, 


The Gov nets and ſnatch d him from the 
| (Wound, 


PRE. 
* 
— 


Some the vain Promiſes of Courts betmy, | 
And Hope of Grandeur makes them pleas d to ſtray: 
The flatt ring Nothing ſtill deludes cheir Eyes, 
Seems ever coming, yet it ever flies; 3 
As Perſpectives preſent the Object nigh, 
Tho' far remov'd from the miſtaking Eye. 
Thus Time rolls on, and as ſucceeding Years 
Encreaſe, they ſadly roo encreaſe in Cares: 
And then, when Age invidiouſly deſtroys 
"The Pow to taſte the long- expected Joys; 


Fortune 


(62) 
Fortune falk on them in a Golden Show'r, | 
Malignly ſmiles, and curſes them with Store. 
Thus o er the Urns of Friends departed, weep 
The mournful Kindred, and fond Vigils keep ; 
Their fragrant Ointments on the Aſhes ſhed, 
And ſcatter uſeleſs Roſes on the Dead : 
Aud when no more avail the Solemn Rites, 
The ſpicy Incenſe, and the World's Delights, 
With fruitleſs Zeal they watch the ſilent Tombs, 
Profuſely waſting Clouds of vain Perfumes. 


A Hymn at the Cock=crowing. 
By Biſhop PATRICK. 
L. 


9 7 ATHER of Lights, without Eclipſe or Change, 
Who made'ſt the World with that great 


xl 55 (Word, LET as. 
K Who Days, and Nights, and Times, dot 
(wiſely range, 
Life would be loath d, without Variety. ; 
iy 


Now CHANTECLEER proclaims the coming Day, 
Now the Night's Watcher crows with early Pride; 
His lofty Song guides Travellers that ſtray, 
And Darkneſs from the Darkneſs does divile. 


III. 


The Day-Star at his Call hegins to riſe, 
And foggy Damps retreat at his Alarm ; 

The hateful Crew of wand' ring Spirits flies, 
Following the Night, and frees the Day from Harm: 


His 
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His Wunde ng th ub n ring 8450 cheers; 

When after Midnight - Storms the Sea grous calm; 

When the Cock crew CHRIS T's Fiſherman ſhed Tears, 
a8 to his n ng a ſoy veign] Palm. 
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V. 
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High Time tis then for vig'tous Souls to riſe, 
So Nature's winged Herald warns us all, 
And ſeems to urge the Sinner, who denies 


To riſe like Faru, who like run fall. 
« © — 
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ws f ELON Notes wake lively Hope NA -- 
Men on ſick Beds almoſt forget their Pain; 

Night-Thieves put up their Swords, put G their Crimes, 
Apoſtates pray, and turn to Saints again. 


vn. 


O Jesvs, Mediator, © to Et, 
Where our Feet ſlip; Us with thine Eye conitebl8;: 
Tho bruis d with many Falls, one Look from Thee 
Will make us weep, and Weeping make us whole. 


5 VIII. 


Light of the World! O caſt on us thy Nays, 
Diſpel the Fumes which cloud our Minds too long; 
And when our Mouths are filld with thy due Praiſe, 
We ll come before thy Preſence with a Song, 


On 


On the Creation of the 1 wild 


\ f 


Re, AT Parent; Rear? PiSotacl Ry: diffuſe ; 
Shine on the Protht of a trembling Muſe : 
A Muſe infpir'd no trifling Tribute brings, 
The Glories of thy noble Acts ſhe ſings. 
To Heav'n and Earth my Numbers firſt belong, 

They firſt were made, and firſt ſhall grace my Song. 
When all was Chaos, Earth a ſhapeleſs Maſs, 

Before each Element had known its Place, 

Before the dun had climb d its ſteepy Height, 2 

Or the Moon ſhed her Beams of borrowd Ubr; 
When Natuze, rude, ſhunn d her appro 38s Pride, 
As Brides in Night their glowing Bluſhes hi 

Thou, Migfity Fachet, b bid thy Rays divine 

Serenely on the aſtoniſh 4 Heap to ſhine. 

Th' aſtoniſh'd Heap, ſtruck with a ſacred Awe, 

Obey'd the Pow'r of thy creating Law : 

Thou ſpeak'ſt again, the Watry Store ſubſides, 

And humbly to th' appointed Chanels glides : 

Nor {hall the tow'ring Waves preſume to ſtray, 

But gently kiſs their Shores, and roll away. 

Earth ſtands ſecure, on its firm Baſis laid, 

Net to be moy'd but by = Hand 'twas made; 
| ty 
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Its Weight confines it to a lower Seat, 
Nor has it Pow r t advance or to retreat: 
Whilſt the thin Ether next to Empyreal Skies 1 
Spreads and dilates their Regions as it flies. 


The dun- created Morn their Beams diſplays, 
And cheers all Nature with enliv'ning Rays: 


The vanquiſh d Shades withdraw in wild Affright, 
And own the glitt ring Triumphs of the Light. 
But ceaſe, my Muſe, — What in ſix Days was done, a 
And that by God's Omni potence alone, 
Can ne er by human Means be told in One. 


— _— — 
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EASTER HYMN, 
By Biſhop PATRICK. 


Tranſlated from ve U DENT TU 8. 


ILL not thy Heart yet ake? will it not bleed, 

Woful Jop EA, for thy bloody Deed ? - 

Now open thy dull Eyes, now ſee and know, 
Whether our Issvs be a Gov, or no. 

He, by whoſe Will thy Sas EAT was difus d. 

Us to an endleſs SaBBATH introdac'd:' 1 21 

He, like the Sun, with Healing in his Wings, 

Roſe on the Nations and the Gentile Kings: 

The World he governs, and he graſps the Bal; : 


Rome, the World's Empreſs, at his Feet does fall, 
And every Pagan God in'Romt's proud Capitol. 
Let the Fool's Tutor, ſad Experience, ſhow 
What ſtrong avenging Hand now plagues thee ſo; 
Seourging thy Superſtition, moſt unwiſe, 

Which Laws divine ſo carnally applies. 
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That ſacred Pile, ſo admirably built 
By thy rare Architects, ſo nobly gilt; 


Has it now left a Stone upon u Sidi, n 


Or an Inſcription of King Sor on⁰ο * 
For ſince but mortal Gods are greateſt E 
Temples they build can be but mortal Things; 


Since all Things made with Hands to Ruin tend, 


Art gives ſhort Being, Time a fatal End. 


Should you now aſk me where Our Temple ſtands? ? 
TILtell, you: Ours was never made with Hands. 
There's no tall Pine, no Cedar, fell'd and: plain d, 


No poliſh'd Marble delicately vein d; 
No curious Arch, on which the mighty Weight, 
By GEoMeTRy forgets its tow'ring Height: 


*Tis' duilt by Gop's own Word, of ancient Date. | 


No Time af Silence, c er that WorD was be 
Nor then, by any Sound | was Silence broke. 


Tux WoRD MADE FLESH, THAT we our Temple call, 
Which, tho the World ſhall end, will never fall. 


TE TEMPLE OF mls Bop, ſpiteful ISW, 
Thou by the Croſs and Torture wouldſt ſubdue, 


And thou hast gain d thy Helliſh Point, 15 true. 


That feeble Part he to his Mother gave, 

And for a while was captiv d by the Gene: 

But from his Father's Mazeſty deriv d, 

On the third Morn his better Part reviv A. 9 
Thine Eyes beheld this, Temple mount on high, 
This Sanctuary, whither I muſt fly, . 
Guarded by Troops of Angels, piexc'd the Sky; 


— 
On 
— 
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When 
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When its Approach the well-pleas d Angels knew. 

Their everlaſting Doors wide open flew, _ — 
The Tow't impregnable is ſeal'd that NN =. 
And left behind it à bright Milky Way. dd Rog 1 
But, oh! thy Temple is become a Tomb! | N 


— 4 ——— — * 


Pompey the Great carry'd thy Spoils to — ; 
And then the valiant Titus ſeal'd thy Doom; 
Pluck d up thy Nation. by the very Rot, 

Left thee no Place on Earth to fix thy Foot. 

Thus, wand ring Ig w, thou art condemn d to roam, 
But juſtly baniſh'd from thy native Home. 

Thou felr'ſt his Terrors, whom thou haſt deny'd, 
And with the Blood of Gop thy Soul is dy'd. 

How are thy pious Anceſtors forgot? 

Their: Heirs are Slaves, their Scutchtons have à Blot; 
Deſcended from the Noble and the Good; © © 
But bloody Minds embaſe the nobleſt Blood. 

Th Apoſtles could the Gentile World ſubdue, 

do glorious was the Faith whilſt it was new. 

Thoſe faithleſs Nations knew no God before, 

Now ſay the CREED, and triumph, and adore: 

The Jews to Cunisr himſelf diſdain d to bow; 

To CHRISTIAN Lords they 3 VASsSsALS NOW. 
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x for * 1 of 
the. Martyrs. ee 


By the SAME; 
ancients 


Owe, all ye Saints on Earth, and let us ſing 
The — barg of: the -Sints on 
me eri ut TY (high: 


_ My: Mind. is fir d; my Muſe is on the 
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Tney ſtruck G with Sh BA ro ſee {, 91 g 
How they its flow” rp Gayeties abhorr why Hh 

Marching thro' Defarts up to Heav'n, ed Thee, 
CaRIST, their Great Leader, and all-gracious Lord, 


HI. 


They, for thy Sake, the Devil and Man defy'd, 
The cruel Rods and tort'ring Scourges foil 'd ; 
Their Adamantine Hearts all Engines try'd, 

But all from the bright Shield of Faith recoil'd. 


And to thoſe glorious Lorne rors rs longs 1 to 52 80 


As 
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As Beaſts for Sacrifice, ſo were they ſlain, 
Slain with the Sword, yet never once repin'd ; 
Good Conſcience, tans and ſcorning to complain, 
Poſſeſs d their Souls in Patience fo reſign d. 


IV. 


What Tongue of Men or Angels can expreſe 
The Glories thou for Martyrs haſt in Store, 

Whom thou with thy moſt radiant Crowns wilt bleſs, 
When they come reeking to thee in their Gore. 


V. 


Almighty Thou, with Eyes of Pity ſee, 
And waſh our Spots ; no fiery Trial ſend ; 
Giveus, weak Men, Peace in our Time, and we 


Shall give thee Praiſe when Time itſelf ſhall end. 
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On a Profpett iN the Unroerſt- 
5 from the T, op of an Hill. 


AP RAYER for its Proſperity 


* . 


By the SHE. 
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AIL! to thoſe ſacred Manſio ons, great and 
(high! 
Methinks a Glory oer each Chapel dwells, 


+ CHRIST s Colours ſtreaming there of Crim- 


(ton Die; 
Each Off ring like the Balm of GILEAD ſmells, 


Which, mix d an od rous Gums, all mean Perfumes 
F ; 1 (excells. 


Loxp, on each holy Pile, each Houſe of Pray r, 
Open, ſtill open thy propitious Eyes; 

Bow down thine Ear, be they thy ſpecial Care, 
Who after Sun-ſer, and before Sun-riſe, 

Thoſe Benedictions aſk thy Bounty ne'er denies, 


ITE Let 


ct 
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II. 


Let thy good Angels ſtill the Place frequent; 

Send from thy Treaſures of Celeſtial Grace 
Thoſe Gifts thy Holy Spirit oft has ſent, 

Send them, bleſs'd Father, on that choſen Place; 
Lift up thy Light ſerene on all who ſeek thy Face. 


IV. 


Thou badeſt the heav'nly Meteor take its Stand 
Oer thine Itinerant Temple in the Way, 

When ISRAEL travelld o'er the barren Sand: 
As thou were't in that Meteor, ſo, I pray, 

Dart thro' yon ſacred Roofs a kind inſpiring Ray. 


Wu 


O! thou, who didſt an Orient Cloud prepare, 
To fill that Houſe which fill'd the Mouth of Fame, 
That Day twas hallow'd by its Founder's Pray'r ; 
Greater than SOLOMON, Thou art the ſame, 
To ſhine on them avlio now invoke thy glotigus Name. 
| VI. F 
Whoever there, dyead Lord, ſhall Thee adore, 
And beg thy Pardon with a broken Heart, 
Proſtrate upon the conſecrated Floor, 


The Pardon which they beg do thou 1mpart ; 


All Plague, Diſeaſes, Griefs, from them, O Lord, di- 
| (vert. 


L All 
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VII. 


All who are there with thy bleſs'd Body fill d, 


And with thy precious Blood, Good Angel s Fare, 
Under the Wings of thy Compaſſion ſhield; 

For they thy Servants, thy ſworn | aka are, 
Let them thine endleſs Joys, and endleſs Glory ſhare, 


vm. 


Son of the Father, who the Worlds didſt frame, 
And thine Ele& redeem with thine own Blood, 
Who take ſt away our Sins, O thou the Lamb! 
To that bleſs d Colony of thine be good, 
Waſh them all clean for Heav'n in thy rich Purple 
(Flood, 
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On the Egyptian Darkneſs. 


From the ſeventeeth Chapter of Wiſdom. 


4 22 SSIST me, O Jenovan! to proclaim 
Þ 5 The mighty Wonders of thy glorious Name. 
he noble Light thy mighty Wonders give, 
Guides us to Thee, and brings us to believe. 
The more we ſee, the more thy Works reveal 
Thy Grandeur, O ador'd Inviſible! 
Thy matchleſs Miracles thy Godhead prove, 
And teach us to revere, admire, and love. 
Eovpr and her abandon'd Prince can tell 
What tis to vex thy darling ISRAEL. 
For Is RAIL thou made ſt thy Pow'r divine 
So dreadfully in EcypT's Judgments ſhine. 
Thy Miracles, unutterably great, 
Compell'd th' unnurtur'd Souls to urge their Fate: 
Forcing their MAG1 with Regret to own, 
Thar they and Hell muſt bow before thy Throne. 
At meaneſt Inſects they confounded ſtood, 
They who from Rods rais'd Snakes, Go Water Blood: 
Amaz'd, they ſaw their Magick Are contin'd, 
And with the God th' unequal Strife declin 4 
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Long had the holy Nation dragg'd their Chain, 
And often groan'd for Eaſe, but groan'd in vain. 
Deeper they ſunk, the more they ſtrove to riſe, - |, 
And, pleas d, the Oppreſſor heard their mournful Cries * 
Their mournful Cries aſcended to their Gov ; 
Well-pleas d, he heard, and broke their Iron Rod. 
Who, without trembling, tan the Woes recite 
Of Pris'ners fetter'd in the Bonds of Night ? 
When Owners in their Houſes ſought Defence, 
As Exiles from th eternal Providence. 


The hardeſt Lot which Providence can give, 
Is to permit the Wretched Lon to live; 
Were it not anſwer'd, that its great Intent 
Is to reform them by their Puniſhment. 
They who had LoxGs indulg'd their ſecret Guilt, 
Committed Fraud, or Blood in private ſpilt, 
Had fled from Juſtice, ſhun'd rhe hateful Light, 
And bleſs'd the peaceful Refuge of the Night, 
In Hopes that its dark Veil would ſcreen the Fault, 
Till Juſtice were appeas d, and they forgot, | 
Now ſhun themſelves and their purſuing Thought. 
Darkneſs afiords no Shelter from their Fear; 
Conſcience forebodes, and haunts them every where. 
Their Reaſon in a Maze of Fancy's loſt, 
And every Corner furniſh'd with a Ghoſt: 
The Ghoſt they wrong d ſill ſtalks before their Sight, 
Still changing Shapes, more hideous by the Night. 
Now ſome grim Spectres becken them away, 
Now ſome more ghaſtly twitch them back to tay. 


(77) 
A thouſanl monſtrous Forms they think they ſee, 
Which ne'er had Being, and which ne er can be. 
In Crowds they ſee them throng rheir baleful Cell ; 
The firy Dragons hiſs; the fierce Chimzra's yell! 


Scarce is this dreadful Scene of Terrors o er, 
But ſtrait th Almighty's Thunders ſeem to roar, 


The Floods inſult the Banks, the raging Torrents 


(pour, 
Then in fantaſtick Tempeſts they rebound, 


Then in imaginary Gulphs are drown d. 


No ſtarry Flames the woful Midnight cheer, 
No gentle Gales refreſh the burden d Air; 
Perpetual Gloom o'erloads the lab'ring Sky, 
Pregnant with Fate, unwholſom, hot, and dry. 
In vain they ply their humane Arts for Light, 
No Sparks could flaſh in this ſubſtantial Night, 
Only Self-kindled Fires, whoſe horrid Blaze 
Adds new Confuſion to their wild Amaze. 


They who had long convers'd with Pow'rs below, 
Skilful the Magick Myſteries to know, 
To gueſs at Aſpects, Deſtinies reveal, 
And, more than all, the threat ning Stars foretell, 
Now find the Tow rings of their Pride debas d, 
Their Wiſdom humbled, and their Art difgrac'd. 
They who pretended Nature to command, 
Avert Diſeaſe, and their own Fate wathſtand ; 
They, who could fondly promiſe to expel, 
And bind the Dzmons to their Walks of Hell, 


30 
Vain Exorciſts! now feel their Pow'rs confin'd, 
Chain'd with the Fetters of a guilty Mind. 
No more they joy to taſte the pleaſant Air, 
Griev'd that the Light ſhould circle every where, 


Which ſhews them ſelf-· condemn'd, and heightens 
(their Deſpait. 


Ofall the Torments, thoſe are worſt within, 
When the Mind's rack d with a delib'rate Sin; 
When gnawing Conſcience on the Bowels feeds, 
And the poor wounded Heart for ever bleeds. 
For Conſcience chiding for a Deed amiſs, 


' * Proves more than many thouſand Witneſſes. 


Their feeble Hands, their quiv' ring Knees reveal 
The ſecret Tortures which the Wicked feel. 

A livid Gloom thro' every Feature rolls, 
Speaking that Quilt which harrows up their Souls. 
A languid Pale the ſparkling Red ſupplies, 

Flags on their Cheeks, and ſickens in their Eyes. 
A chilly Horror Nature's Pow'rs reſtrains, 
Curdles their Blood, and freezes up their Veins. 
Convulſive Pantings interrupt their Breath, 


They droop their Heads, and die for Fear of Death. 


recr their Thoughts to future Times remove, 
The future Times their preſent Hopes reprove : 
Wich fad Preſages of their Fear they rave, 
And cannot bear a Look beyond the Grave. 
What Succour Reaſon to their Mind conveys, 
Fear, that unfaithful Counſellor, betrays. 
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If e er ſoft Slymhers cloſe their uſeleſs Eyes, 

Dire Forms advance, and ghaſtly Spectres riſe : 

In vain from balmy Sleep they ſeek Relief, 

That ſeeming Remedy foments their Grief. 

They dream they're doom'd in liquid Fires to dwell, 

Plung'd in the Bottoms of the deepeſt Hell. 

They dream a Thouſand vengeful Dzmons wait 

To ſeize their Souls, and execute their Fate. 

Theſe Phantoms o er their ev ry Senſe prevail, 

The more they ſtrive for Help, the more they fail; 

Beneath the Fetters of their Fear they groan, 

Which clogg the Wheels of Life, and ſtiffen them to 
| (Stone, 


The Huſbandman ftands rooted in the Field, 
His Charge neglected, and the Glebe untill'd : 
The Shepherd, heedleſs of his woolly Care, 

Sirs down aghaſt, and petrifies with Fear. 

Their Gyant-Limbs no more the Lab'rers boaſt, 
Their Sinewy Nerves unſtrung, their Vigour loft, 
Fix d in the Harneſs ſtands the mettled Steed, 
Nor wants the Rein th check him in his Speed. 
All are o ertaken, all compell d to lie 

Bound with the Chains of dark Neceſſity. 
Slaves to their Guilt, and captiv d by their Fears, 
They're ſhut in Priſons without Iron Bars: 

No Priſons hold them like their wild Affright, 
No Chains are heavier than this mighty Night. 
Was it the Whiſtling of an Ev'ning Breeze, 

Or warbling Birds amongſt the ſhady Trees; 
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Or Waters gently falling down an Hill, 


Which ſpread their Streams, and all the Vallies fill 


Or was it as a deaf ning Sound, more loud, 
Like. burſting Rocks, or Craſhes of a Cloud; 

Or was it as when wanton Echoes chide, 
Rebounding by an hollow Mountain's Side; 

Or was it, as the Lion's angry Roar, 

Or as tumultuous Seas affaulr the Shore; 

Or as when grumbling Beaſts devour their Prey, 
Or ſhaggy Satyrs dance in favage Play: f 
Twas dreadful all alike ; an hideous Sound, 
Whoſe Terrors er'ry Pow'r of Thought confound. 
The diſmal Scenes ſuch black Preſages give, 

They ſwoon for Fear, and dye to think they live; 


The World befide enjoys the chearful Light; 
The Sun ſtill rules the Day, the Stars the Night: 
None ceaſe from Labour; EG ypT's Sons alone 
Beneath the Burden of the Darkneſs groan: 
Oer them alone this gloomy Midnight's ſpread, | 

An Image of the Horrors of the Dead. 
Their preſent Pains the future Woes foretell, 
Which wait their Sentence to the fecond Hell: 
Where Souls Apoſtate range the ſultry Coaſt, 
On Storms of Fire, and burning Billous toſs d, 
For ever to reflect on Heav'n for ever loſt. | 
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Third Chapter of Habakkuk 


TRANSLATED. 


* LorD, thy mighty Wonders T have heard, 


And the Report, like thoſe who ſaw them 
(tear 0. 


(done; ; 
Proceed to finiſh what's 10 well begun. 


Revive thy former Work, nor let it be 
Hid in the Womb of dark Futurity. 
Amidſt the Years with ſo much Glory known, 
Never forget the People once thine own. 
In Mercy to deliver never ſpare, | 
But kindly cheriſh thy peculiar Care : q 
Let all thy Mercy with thy Pow'r engage, 
And pity us, tho' we deſerve thy Rage. 

Th' Almighty Loxp from Southern TEMAN came, 
Encompaſs'd with a bright devouring Flame : 
Th aftoniſh'd Hills return'd his Rays again, 
And PARAN glitter'd with his heav'nly Train. 


* Al 
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All Nature ſmil'd, tranſported with the Day, 
Which rais'd her drcoping Head, and chac'd away. $ 
The fickly Damps, which bring inſenfible Decay. 
Forth from His Hand there ſhot a Beam ſo pure, 

No Sight the dazzling Proſpect could endure. 

The Peſtilence before him raging went, 

Gath'ring new Poiſons as its old were ſpent. 
Sulphureous Coals fell flaming from his Feet, 

To ſcorch the Nations with conſuming Heat. 

He ſtood — and graſp'd within his ſpacious Hand 
A Rod, to meaſure and deſtroy the Land : 

A-croſs the Land a fatal Line he threw, 

And, lo! the fmitten Nations all withdrew. 

Th' affrighted Rocks before his Vengeance fled, 
Each craggy Summit hid its guilty Head: 
Perpetual Hills in trembling Ruins lay, 

And everlaſting Mauntains ſhrunk away. 


I faw the Tents of Cus #AN in Diſtreſs, 
Afflicted, that th Almighty ceas'd to bleſs : 
I heard the Land of MipiAx's doleful Groans, 
And Echo ſhrieking from the wounded Stones. 
What had the Rivers done, Log} what the Flood? 
That, angry, thou ſhouldſt turn their Streams to Blood? 
How could the Seas enrage thee for their Foe, 
Exalted thou ſo high, and they ſo low ? 
How could they bring thee, in thy Pomp to ride, 
In Chariots of Salvation, oer the Tide, 
And Seas from Seas below, as thoſe above divide 3 
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All naked was diſplay d thy Bow of War, 
Glaring with ghaſtly Terror from * | E. 6 
No Powers could its unerring Darts wichſtand, 
Till thou had ſt brought thy IsRAEI to their a Tr 
Thou ſtruck'ſt the Rocks, and bad ſt the Waters flow; 
The Waters knew thy Voice, the Rocks thy Blo Ww. -.1 
The raging Deep, now ſilent, roll'd away, 
Or, fix d, in Plains of liquid Chriſtal lay. 5 . V. 
Ip bolder Waves, which yet would dare to re,, 
And daſh their angry Pham againſt the Skies, 
Soon as they ſaw th' Almighty Preſence near, 
Cry d out, and ſhrunk within themſelves for Fear. 
With TY Voice, and lifred Hands on high, 
They trembling ſtood, nor try d the Pow'r to fly. 
The Lights of Heav'n prolong'd the Day and Night, 
And ſtopt to ſee the Triumphs. of the Fight. 805 
Nor mov'd they on, till they beheld from far 
Thy Crimſon Arrows, and thy glitt'ring Spear. 
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How the Loxp thunder d as he march d, and hurl'd 
His firy Hail among the Gentile World! | 
He march'd in Wrath — and ina Wrath ſo ſtrong, * 
He threſh'd the Nations as he paſs d along. 

To Earth he ſtruck their hauzhry Princes Crowns, 
Deſtroy'd their Villages, and ſack d their Towns. 
They, who like Whirhs inds againſt ISRAEL came, 
Were ſtrait conſum d with his devouring Flame: 
Th' ztherial Fires their curs'd Poſſeſſions burn'd, 
An all their Glory into Ruin turn'd. 


M 2 This 
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This when I heard, my feeble Joints unloos'd, 
A chilly Shiv'ring thro' my Veins diffus'd, 
My Belly trembled, and I would have ſpoke, 
But fault ring Words in empty Accents broke. 
Afraid I was ; I could not chooſe but fear, 
To heir ſuch Things, fo terrible to hear. 
O! may I Livs, when he to judge ſhall rife, 
When with his Troops he ſhall the World chaſtiſe, & 
With Thunder in his Voice, 11d Lightning in his 
(Eyes. 


From thee, O Lok»! then to - 4K I muſt fly, 
And for thy Mercy on thy Love rely. 

Tho' no gay Bloſſoms on the Fig-Tree ſhine, 
Nor gen'rous Cliihers grace the friendly Vine; 
Tho' the rich Labqurs of the Olive ceaſe, 

And GIL EAN yields no more her bleſs d AY 
Tho' meager Famine Pinch the blighted Earth, 
And each kind Product periſh in the Birch; 

Tho luckleſs Thorns choak ev ry verdant Field, 
And no more Paſture to the Cattle yield; , 
Tho ev n the Cattle dye within the Stall, 

And not by Steel, but want of Folder fall; 

Yet in my gracious God will I rejoice, : 

Who makes me his, as I make him, my Choice, 
For me, on high, hell all his Truth diſplay, | 
And give me Wings, like Doves, to fly away, 
Upwards to him, from every mortal Woe, 

And leave the little worthleſs World below. 


Upon 


Upon Juſtification by Faith, 
| wubout Good ork. 


r 


UR ran modern Saints, 

8 Fanatick Crew,  haſe Miſcreants, 

EA Pretend. to have more Priv'lege giv'n, 

{FE BY 5 Than other Men, to go to Heavn: * 
For THEY can Ne forſwear, and lye, 

Fraud, Rapin, Bloo ſhed, juſtify; 

And all, maſk'd under PE AE Show 

Of new-inſpir'd Religion, do. 

But who'd be juſt, that don't believe 

Good Works will a Reward receive? 
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On Faith alone theſe Saints rely, 
Becauſe that is the cheaper Way. 
Good Acts, they know, muſt coſt them Something, 
But they'll be ſav d, poor Souls, for Nothing ! 


Thus, well may King and Prieſt be ſlain; 
For if ed Works are all in vain, | 
We juſtly may infer from thence, 
That bad ones can be no Offence. 


Tarts had more Gates than they have ho--ſt Men: 
Ten would have SopoM ſav d Can they ſhow Ten? 


AN 


HYMN 


CHRISTMAS- DAT. 


ATL, happy Light, propitious Morn, 

þ Whereon the Gop of Life was born ! 

7 Welcome, thrice welcome Day, that brings 
| Sweet balmy Healing in its Wings ! 

The Gon of Life, the Gop of Love, 

Is now deſcended from Above, 

And does his glorious Courſe þegin, 

To triumph over Death and Sin, 


Let Heav'n and Earth rejoyce, and ſing - 
Anthems to their immortal King! 
To him who only will and can 
Reſtore degenerated Man! 
To him who's come by Dearth to ſave 
A World from the devouring Grave ! 


Let 


| (87) 

Let every Thing ſet forth Ais Praiſe; 
The Sun ſhine out with brighteſt Rays: 
Planets, Fire, Air, and Earth, o__ | 
Their moſt benign Influence! _. 

Th' exalted Sea ſwell up ſo high, 

Till tow'ring Waves do ſtrike the Sky ! 
Let Moon, and Stars, and fixed Earth, 
Praiſe the Cop of Nature's Birth! 

Let Herds of Oxen, Bulls, and Cows, 
The Vallies rent with chearful Lows! 
The Spheres their ſweeteſt Muſick ſhow, 
Mountains and Hills ſkip to and fro ! 


Awake, thou Lute ; thou Harp, awake; 
Sound every String that Sound can make ! 
Let dimpled Mirth fir on each Brow, 

The World nor Grief nor Sorrow know ! 
Let every Thing, in ſhort, rehearſe 
His Glory thro' the Univerſe! 


Do qQvid MELI1vs ? 
' C ARNE QUID PEJuUS? 
Dro INCARNATO QUID ADMIRABILIUS ? 
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APRATER, Tranſlated from 
the Latin, 
By Biſhop PATRICK. 7 


Arnzx ef Heav'nand Earth! on Earth give 
(Peace; 
We pray thee, with one Voice, let Diſcord 


A .., (ccale.. 
The Hearts of CHRI STIAN Kings vouchſafe 


(to bend, 
Till they CnyrisT's Empire thro' the World extend. 


The CHuRcn, whoſe many Spots we now deplore, 
Well-cleans'd, to its firſt Purity reſtore. 

Shield her till all her faithleſs Foes grow tame, 
Who would not leave thee upon Earth a Name. 
Her tender Lambs, tnat on the Mountains ſtray, 
Direct, good Shepherd, to thy Fold the Way. 
Let no dire Blaſt her blooming Honours ſpoil, 
Nor Beaſts obſcene her cryſtal Springs defile. 
Preſerve her Faith on its Foundation ſure, 

From which let nought me ravith or allure. 

Teach me the Senſe of thine own facred Book j 
Forgive me if Lerr, or overlook: 

Give me a Body ſound, as ſound a Mind, 

Pin d in thy Praiſe below, in Glory to be join d. 


An Hymn for the Third Hour. 


By the SAME. 


I. 
TEES Holy Spirit, who refide'it on High, 
| 25 With Son and Father thou one Eſſence art; 
Don on thy Dove- like Wings venues 
 FTILISTS y 
And ſpread thy ſelf once more on my dull Heart. vos 
Il 


So ſhall my Mouth, my Senſes, Mind, and Strength, 

Wich grateful Joy my humble Thanks proclaim ; 
My Charity ſhall burn, till it at length 

Cauſes my Neighbour's Charity to flame. 


* III. 


Kind Father of the Fatherleſs, attend, 
And hear me, thou Coequal only Son! 
O comfortable Spirit, now deſcend, 
Be now and ever with me, Bleſs'd TREE ONE. 


An Hr ux before LENT. 


Aus FS. 
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ALLELUJAH to our King! 
That's the Song good Angels love; 
{ Hallelujah ſweetly ſing EH * 
All the Souls of Saints Above: 2 
Ans 9 1 
This they "5 and, ſinging, ay n 


F 


In God's Courts an n endleſs Day. EN 
| "WW _. | 


T 1 


In Eternal Hymns of Praiſe, 
Great:JexvSALEM on high „Hue Kn It 

Tunefully her Voice does raiſ qmm 
All her Sons in Blifs reply: eis vim. v1 

Thus they ſing, but we muſt weep, | 

Exiles, whom the Heathen keep. 


II JIE 


. % a 


Ah! unworthy we, 'unfit! Þ_- nn. 
Hallelujah ſhould nor ſing; j 

Guilty Souls muſt intermit, | WY 
And no Hallelujah bring. 

Now the ſolemn Time comes in, 

To lament for every Sin. | O 


* 


( 
IV. 


O Rieſsd Tux Ons! then let us pra- 
And beg thy Mercy now we may; 

Beg that we may obſerve ane,, high, LI 
Perpetual EASTER in the Sky, 3 
And to thy Praiſe the Song may ſing 

Of HALLETVIAH to our King. 


N 2 An 


An Hrux for the Sixth Hour. 
By the SAME. 
L | 


ear, Univerſal King, and Gop of Day, 
9 Whom all Things and all Times obey ; 
N Thou Gop. of Truth, who loy'ſt the Light, 


& 1 M 


O! quench the Flames of Strife, Farth's greateſt Hell, 
Leſt we with endleſs Burnings dwell. 
To our frail Bodies Heaith impart, 

And the beſt Health of Mind, a laſting Peace of Heart. 


An 


ay. 
* 


VSI I; 
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An Hymn for the Ninth Hour. 


I. 


22 Urnon and Keeper of this goodly All, 
Who doſt in thy great Self well-fix'd re- 


main: 


Thou who the Day to run its Cort doſt 
; And make ſt the Twilight to ſucceed again. ONS 


Il. 


O! let the Evening of my Life be fair, 
No Sunſet of thy Favour let me ſee: 

But if Death takes me ſaying this good Pray r, 
In Glory I ſhall ever dwell with thee. 


et 


Ta 


T, 0 Mr. h upon a 1 rage- 
ad on Divine Cub ect. I 
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HEN Arup Statue rais d to Heer 


e 


They chought his Works deſery'd N 


(Fame: 


They thought a Genius which aſpir d ſo high, 

Tho' dampt with Poverty, too great to die. 0 
Thus they condeant d-that feandalous Pretence, : Ds 
Of getting Praiſe by Money,” not by Senſe. 25 5 568: 
Then the beſt Actions were the Poet s Tleme; by « T 
And Vertuc, the bright Angel of his Dreara, 
Heighten'd his Fancy, and improv'd his Wit, 

And bravely, as his Heroes fought, he writ. 

But we are caſt into a barb'rous Age; | 

The Muſes are all Vice, their Fire is Rage: 

Truth's ridicul'd by Fops, and baſeſt Crimes 

Are reckon d the fine Breeding of the Times. 
Religion's Self they labour to deface, 

And think their ATHEISM gives a pretty Grace. 
Hence their Eſſays prove impotent and vile, 

Debas d their Thoughts, and incorrect their Style: 
Froducts of Earth, which travel thro' the Sky, 

Glare for an Hour, and then grow dark and die. 


The 


(93) 
The Muſes never can more brightly ſhine, 
Than when they wear their Ornaments divine. 
Verwe in any Drefs has ſuch a Mien, 
To be admix d ſhe needs bur to be N 
If Books can charm the bright celeſtial Hof, 
They'll often read how PARADISE WAS LOST. 
Our humble ty mud, join d with their Heav ny IN, 
Shall tune their Lyres to everlaſting Praiſe. 
Raiſe then thy Voice, my Friend, Gop's Wonders tell, 
Raiſe now thy Voice, for thou canſt ſing as well, 
Fir'd with fach Thoughts, purfue the noble N > * 
And free the Muſes from the foul EnIbaoe 
Of thoſe falſe Wies who nothing hive but Face. 
Reduce the Stage tb its firſt good Intent, 
And ſhew that Pleaſure may be inndcent. 
If Men of Vertue, with ptopitionk Eye! 
Smile on thy Work, thy Merit ſoon will riſe, 
Shame and eclipſe the foreign Rarities. 
Chriſtianity ſhall then once more o *ercome, 
And triumph on the Spoils of GæRRCE and n 
If Spite and Malice take up a Pretente 7 
To ſnarl and quarrel at thy Innocence, 
Know that Deſert beneath its Load this, 
And Envy, when ſhe's fore to burſt, admires. 
But ſhould thou ſuffer by their wanton Taſte, 
Whom Vice has cramp'd, and Nature form'd in Haſte, 
Whoſe whole Endeavout turns to'this'one End, 
Errors to find, they have not Skill to mend; 
With a firm Soul ſtay but à little Time, 


Ev'n they Il repent, and dluh, and own r their Crime. 


"> 
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On Man's Froneneſs to Sin. | 


1 


— 


ARE you an Iv'ry Globe, and lay 
Upon a ſmooth and ſteepy Place, 
No Art avails to make it ſtay, 
But down it rolls its hilly Race: 
And while to gain the Vale it ſtrives, 
Fierce Nature like a IEHU drives. 


II. 


Take you the ſmalleſt Leaf which grows, 
Or take a Feather, light as Air, 
And when the rougheſt Tempeſt blows, 
| Upon your Hand expoſe them bare; 
But graſp the little fleeting Things, 
Or elſe the Wind will give them Wings. 


III. 


TIN 
= 


_ 3” 


Take you a Pair of Oars, and try 
? 
If you deſire to venture on, 
And while the Waves are working high, 
How quickly down the Stream you're gone ? 
Ply well your Oars, or elſe too late 
You may lament your ſtormy Fate. Take 
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IV. 
Take-you'a Firebrand, and apply 
To Fern or Stubble as it groõw. 
And as the Sum beams ſcorch and dry, .,, , 
S8cme quenching Water interpoſe: F 1 uo 1071 
Elſe ſtrait the caxching Matter ſpendsy AT 
And in a Blaze the mee 1 3to.) vg iq: Et 5 T 
v. II Dol aimsd 5 


Take you a Beaſt or Bird of Prey, 
If either you deſire to keep, 25177 31 0:7 dis 


Tame it, and reach it to obey, ) bed Amor. 
Or elſe away 'twill quickly flis, - ei 98977) 

To th open Field, or ſhady * T 
To ſeek its Liberty 5 Love, VI troy zids Gor? 
1 2 88 Y7 > 113147 915613 10 


Take you an Horſe that's briſk and young, 
Deſcended of à gen'xous Met ri wr ,uodT 

Be good che Bit, the Reins be firong,; - ld 
For you re to ride a Houle /f Frs ior votllA 


He kicks, he proudly neighsy and cxies, - © 9:11 
Aha! Look where the Rider liesi! 
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How oft we ſee the deepeſt Streams | 
Smoothly run down their wonted Courſe? 

But when they'r ſtopt with Stones or Beams, 
Their Way they thro' new Channels force. 

Make then their Banks and Fences high, 

They know no Law but — 
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Y VII. 8 0 
O fooliſn Man, theſe Emblems ſuit 
You, or your too frail: Fleſh at leaft : 2 
For you who live ſo like à Brute, ol 
The rolling Globe, the ranging Beaſt,” 
The ramping Colt, the flaming Straw, - | 
The foaming Flood which knows no Law, 


. 


Deſcribe the Riſques you run in Sin. 
Your Body does your Soul betray, ” v7 
Great is the Work to'do'within ;/ ' {ff 
Then ſtrike into tlie natrow Way. 
Stop this your Wildgooſe Chace to Hell, 
Or there with endleſs Groayings dwell. 


e, : ey 29 „X. 
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Thou, who with h Healing i in hy Wings! | 
Bleſs'd Sun of Righteouſneſs, didſt 4 
All-ſov'reign Balm thy Ap ENT brings, 


Enough to cuie the World of Vir. 
Souls once baptiz d, and clear d — 405 


Let not the FouL Fiend foil again. 
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Upon a Deceasd Friend. 


By Mrs. OCTAVIA WALSH. 


* 4 / 


I. 
UE N in full Strength, with dire Convulſi- 


(ons ſeiz d, 


The Soul and Body with leſs Struggling 


| (part, 
ThanlT with thee ; diftrated and amaz'd, 15 
I ſlighted all the boaſted Help of Art. s 


. H.- 
Light of my Eyes! Sole Comfort of my Mind! 
While Years on Years ſucceſſively did roll, 


To thee my Hopes, my Wiſhes were confin'd ; 
Thou to my Body were't th inſpiring Soul. 


III. 


When abſent, (as the Sun, in Clouds obſcur d, 
Will ſcatter here and there ſome cheerful "ks 
Thy Influence cheer'd me; I thy Loſs endur d, 
As Winter We or as rainy Days. 


O 2 ; But 


(100 


IV. 
2 1 
as 4a «A * 


But when cold Death bu thtalSumincns —— * 5B 

And ſhatch'd thee;yielding, from my longing Ex. 

My Joys, I thought, with thee had found a Grave, 
Myſelf in Guneyerlafiing | Flight, Fo * ; 


92 
V. 


But now a brighter Scene comes crowding on, 
My Fears diſperſe, my Sorrows fleet away, 

As gathering Mites before the riſing Sun, 
Ang ſhew a We bl far more Saving Day, 

| ELL | | | | VI. = 

1 hs you now, with brieht Archangels, croun'd, 
Adoring him vrho gave to all Things Birth: 

With awful Love, with Rev rence profound, 
You finiſh there what yqy begun on Earth. 
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Within this Veil: you he: And. Face t to Face, 
Survey the vaſt ætherial Mella of Light, 
No longer gaze thro 2 contracting Glaßz, 


Nor walk by Faith, but glut your raviſh'd Sight. 
VIII. 


Now tom rds the Shore of long Eternity 


Sometimes, methinks, my Friend directs his Pace, L 
And kindly a\ks of Fate concerning me, * 


Where in her Book my Period finds a Place. 


N 
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1 = 4 0 IX. | 7 
O happy Seaſon! when we there ſhall meet. 
(I landed ſafe from Life's tempeſtuous Main) 


With joyful Hearts and kind Embraces |. 
Renew old Friendſhip, .ne'er to part again! . 9 4 


X. 
Then will't thou lead me to th eternal King, 
Whoſe glorious Preſence makes all Pleaſures flow, 


And there I'll worſhip that perpetual Spring, 
. Whoſe Streams appear d ſo bright in Tux below. 


fy, 
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Con- 
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Contempt oft ths World. ; 


By the S A M E. MT 
A Hr: Im 914 aw F. 51 
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de oND; flatt ting World! chou ne'er 7 
(boaſt 


A Conqueſt o'er me more, 


I Since what in thy Purſuit I loſt, 
This Cottage n AD 


l va WW fY 


1 
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1 
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My Reaſon long in Chains was led, 
Like an impriſon'd Slave, 

Or as a Wretch that long was dead, 
No Liberty could have. 


Without 
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IV. 

Without my Reaſon I enjoy ee 
All thy weak Pow'r could bring, 
Which ſhew'd thy own was not deſtroyh d. 
But knew the uſeleſs Thing 


V. 


For with thoſe Slaves that follow thee, 


And thy Enjoyments charm, 
Strong Reaſon never can agree, 


But all thy Force diſarm.  / 


And ſhbw'd thy gilded Bait; 
I like a Wretch, got ſafe aſhore ; - 
See, what Mixfortunes Wait. * x | \ No L : 0 


9 
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Upon the Sea win oh I fail 4. , 
And, as I thought, from Harm, 

My captive Reaſon ne er bewail d, 
Nor ſaw the coming Storm. 


VIII. 


But now, within this little Creek, 
Where Lat Anchor ride, 

view the Rocks which others break, 
And ſcorn the Wind and Tide. 


. ; 2 Reſolving 


þ 
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IX. 


Reſolving that I'll never trut | ci) 
Ihe treach'rous Ocean uẽ 1h , 
But here will mix niy bumble Duſt. 

With thine, O happy Shore?! 
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ON 


S OLI TUDE. 


By the SAM E, 


X 9 * I. 
ELCOME, ye Glen s Shades I cryſtal 
prings, 
Where Innocence and harmleſs leaſures 
rel 
Welcome to me, as Vifory to Kings, on 
Or Life and Liberty te to e ppc 
bw 4 U L 


In this Retreat permit me now to ſeek 

For my own ſelf, from hom I long have ray. a; 
For tis almoſt, ye Pow rs, a tedious Week, 

Since here we patted in this ſacred Shade. 


pe 4 Az, we © - * _— hs 4 * - 
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4 Dads WET \ - III. 


I to the nl y Town bas been Sony 4 Sx 
Wheuce Innocence all ſweet 8 flies, 

Where moſt, though to their greateſt Follies blind, 
Yer ſhun themſelves as much as if they d Eyes. | 


F. 
Buiſy Deſigns, and how to gain their End, 
Take up the thinking Portion of thetr Times, 3. 


So they the Promontoxy can aſ cend, ” 1 J 
They never matter by what Steps they climb. 
V. 


He that's in Love with Gold, ſeeks how to drain 
His Neighbour's Bags, and fill his own with eue 
A ſecond, as ridiculouſly vain, 1298 
Tramples on others t to cralt himſelf. 


_ * 
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Thoſe Fame attracts are often preſs d with Fear, 
Leaſt others Worth their Tinſel ſhould ourſhine, 
'Tis Policy their Credit to impair, 


That their own, Droſs may paſs for current Coin. 
Ah! miſerable Fate of bumane Kind! 


223 % 4 4+ 


How much deprav d, how fall n from that high Sts 
Which gracious Heav'n for them at firſt deſign'd, 


Till the curs'd Apple did our Woe create? 
Society 


(ic) 


VIII. 
—— — ws 3 8 —— — —— 
Soden yu” 0 Bliſs of Life, LEI 


Is now to Man become the Seel It; Pe 1 
By it at firſt we- purchaſe cndleſa Strife, 
And find our Miſery increaſing ſtill. 


R. „ 
4 | 
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Had our firſt Parents Company ne'er ſought, 
But, bleſs d in one another, liv'd alone, 

The Serpent had not our Confuſion wrought, 
Nor Eve's Curioſity her Race undone. 


1441 ] 


DIVINE LOVE 


By the youu 


J. 
NEturn, my Soul. Ah! take a noble Flight, 
Reverſe not what by Nature would aſcend, 
Nor draw ** Twig, which grows up- 


(right, 
Jo an unſeemly and diſtorted Bend. 


As the FEE Flame, a upward i it Ichi 


Gives chearful Lighe and kihdly Heat to 
But when aſide it Hants, devouring Fires 


In ſcorching Ruins, round its Center fall. 
So Love's the nobleſt Paſſion of the Mind, 
The Source of Glory, Happineſs, and Fame; 


When upwards ſent ; but when aſide inclin'd, 
It proves a rn and ignoble Flame. 


_ 
s 
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IV. 


2 a * * cog cen” MP. - 
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I: butts up Reaſon, and che noble Pat's,” EIN 
Makes Vice and Virtue, Right and Wrong, the fame; , 

The-inward Peace with taging Flame deyours, ' 
And Things can only * mzke in Name. 1 


142 — a 
V. 


So the vain Prophets with unhallow'd Fire, 
Did the Pure Shrine of IsRAEL's God profane, 
Whoſe Anger made them in the Flames expire, 
1 Sacrifice to his polluted Fax x. 
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UPON 


By the SAME. 


JSST DEATH, thou Comforter of Minds diſtreſs d, 
Thou oyful Port and Harbour of the Bleſs'd! 

Thou kindeſt Friend, or moſt ill - natur d Foe, 

That wretched Mortals here can · undergo? 

How diſmal does thy Face to thoſe appear, 

Who miſemploy their precious Talents here? 

Often they wiſh, but wiſh, alas! in vain, 

That flying Time were in their. Power again: 

But unconcern d and deaf to all their Cry, 

Darn gives Deſpair, inſtead of a Reply. 

But to the Good thou bring | eternal Joy, 

Treaſures of Bliſs, without the leaſt Alloy: 

With what glad Eyes they look thee in the Face ! 

Nothing's ſo welcome as thy cold Embrace: 


— 


After 


( 111) 
After a Life of various Sorrows paſs'd, 
For Peace into thy Arms they ruſh at laſt: 
By this we ſee thou were t at firſt deſign d 
A ſqov'reign Med'cine to reſtore Mankind. 
Till by Corruption they would Evil know. 
And make their beſt of Friends their greateſt Foe. 
Vain Mortal! do not then of DAT complain, 
And him accuſe as Author of your Pain ; 
Since tis your SELF which gives to DEATH his Sting, 
And your own Sins your own Confuſion bring. 


The 
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The Goodneſs of Providence. 
By the SAME. 


I. 


97 35 Let our Praiſe aſcend the Skies, 


4 From Heav'n and Earth its Accents riſe 


In Glory, to Heav'n's mighty King: 
0¹ ler our Dit his Courts aſcend, 


efor that never-eaſin Spring 
That Pow's which BEI did beſtow 
On Heav'n above and Earth below, 
And what the Ocean hides ; 
Which fix'd the Stars, in yielding Air, 
And told the raging Sea, how far 
It might advance its Tides. 


Whoſe 


4 
* 


oſe 


( 113 ) 


III. 
Whoſe Word alone Mankind did frame, 
Whoſe Word alone deftroys the ſame, 
And turns again to Cl 
Whoſe Word disjoins the trembling an I 
And gives Mankind a ſecond Birth, 
To endleſs Night or Day. 


Iv. 


In me his Glory he diſplay d, 

The Creature which his Hand has made; 
Yet pleas d his Might to ſhow ; 

In making me fierce Terrors taſte, 

In earthly Happineſs firſt plac d,. 
To make my Fall more low. 


V. 


When ſunk in Anguiſh and Deſpair, 
He ſhew'd a tender Father's Care, 
Who does wild Sons correct; 
And tho' ſometimes he hides his Face, 
Denies his never-failing Grace, 
He will me not reje&. 


VI. 


He ſhew d me plain when Life he lent, 
It was not to be idly ſpent 


In ſublunary Joy ; 
But that tow'rds Heaven I bend my Mind, 


And there eternal Pleaſures find, 
Which know of no Alloy. 


Q 


(1140 
VII. 3 


What Lover und fuch gentle Art, 


As this great King for mine, 


His Rival firſt he did remove. 1 


Then to revive my deaden d Love, 8 — 
He try d by Ways divine. 


VIII. 


O ſacred Lory, tho Earth denies 1 | 
To my poor Life its due Supplies, Enn enn 
And Heav'n in Anger lours; 
Though o'er my Head its Thunders break, 
The Ground convulſive Terrors ſhake, 
And raining Flame devours; 


Though Mountains-to high Heav'n af] pire 
In furious Streams of liquid Fire, 3 
And Hell diſplays its Woes: 1 
Though the wide Ocean feels its Pow! 18, 
And raging Flame its Waves devours, 

And all its Depths diſcloſe; 


X. 
Yet, in thy Mercy ſtill ſecure, 
Theſe Storms with Patience Tl endure, 
And with their Fury cope; 
Their dreadful Force may move my Fear, 


But ne'er ſhall make me once defpair, 
Or loſe in thee my: Hope.” 


22. - Ty 
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In gaining of an equal Heart, 1018 DIC YH SIT 


One 
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One Lock of thine ſhall trait diſpel 2 
Chain up the Furies that rebel, 
And fo the Bleſſed favez ; 
Or elſe thou canſt their Souls remove 
To thine eternal Realms above, 
To triumph der the Grave. ee 


7 
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Forty IT) Plate ; 


By the SAME. 


I. 


N Corch d up with Heat, and tir'd with eager 


(Chace, 
The weary, Hart to ſome cloſe Covert flies, 


EAR Pedro with Thirlt, eee the 


11 


Tho ee Screams be die, ah, 


ER AY REY 7 2 p 3 
. 
So longs my Sou ch | that all all-plea@ng e 
When, this frail C 


© W's 3 the Shrine 


? 
And then, inveſted wi expat Fight, 
In my great Maker's glorious — ſhine, 


III. 


A Thirſt for Gop is my deſiring Soul, 

As the parch'd Earth, to drink the kindly Show'r ; 
For Him who was e er Time began to roll, 

And will be, when all Nature is no more, 
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IV. 


Ah! when ſhall 1 into his mme Hin nr 
When in his Holy Sanctu' ry appear? Ib 

When this mean World no more ſhall be my Home, - 
But Angels guard me thro' the yielding Air. 


V. 


While, here confin'd, black Cares my Soul oppteſs, ': 
By Day my Tears my anxious Food have been; 
A ſad Repaſt is furniſh'd by Diſtreſs, 


And Night ſtill repreſents rhe mournful Scene. 


Sight of my Woes makes ATHEISTS bold enquire; 
Where's now the God who do's thy Cauſe maintain? 
Their wild Demands ſo raiſe my angry Fire, 


That I no longer can my ſelf contain. 
VII. 


Till muſing on the dark Decrees of Fate, 
In ſome thick Shade, remov d from human View, 
My Heart with Sighs, with Tears my Eyes relate 
The various Croſſes which my Life purſue. 


VIIL 


Till Thought my ſcatter'd Reaſon's Aid regains, 
And bids me tell the bold unthinking Crowd, 

If you would ſee what Friend my Cauſe maintains, 
Repair with me into the Houſe of Gop : 


ITE Ov | There 


a9 
N. 


There will you find, that one who Judgment feels,” | 
May not be always th Object of his Hate 

In Stripes ſometimes his Mercy he reveals, 5 -V 
His Anger oft in high exalted State. | : 


X. 


But why, oh! why ſo heavy, O my Soul? 
Why art thou thus with Iron Grief oppreſs d? 
Deſpair and Darkneſs all thy Pow'rs controll, 
And diſmal Thoughts devour thy balmy Reſt. 
O! think on him whoſe Might unbounded lies 
Whoſe Mercy, like the Deep, no Limit knows, 
Whoſe ſacred Atm thy ſure Protection is 
Thy Gop Omnipotent aſſerts thy Cauſe, i: 


f DAVID" 
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Saul and Jonathan. , 


Fig Dur nner 44 


Alter from Mr. a 


an 4 only Beautys fled, ch | 
Held in the laſting Priſons of the Dead : 
How are the MiGuTy fall'n! The Heaps of 


0 (Skin 
Polute the Mountains, and their Verdure lain. 

The ſhining Vallies wear a Crimſon Face, 

And clotted Gore obſcures the ſpringing Graſs. 
O let it not in Heathen Garn be known! 

Nor tell it in uncircumcis d ASKALON; 

Leſt the ſad Story of our Loſs excite 

An impious Joy, and cauſe a dire Delight; 

Left, full of Pride, their ſpiteful Pleaſures low, _ + 
Exaking on the Toned of our Woe; ! 3 
Leſt their curs d Daughters ſhould their Cymbals ring, 
In ſcornful Triumph, o'er a ſlaughter d King. 

O! never any grateful Off rings pay 

On the deteſted Hills of GIL BOA; 


( 120) 
Nor let the Morning Dews, nor fruitful Show'rs, 
Refreſh their Tops, nor cloath their Skirts with Flow'rs. 
The MicurTy there, ſucceſsleſs, loft the Day, * 
Their Shields were broke, and vilely caſt away: 
SAUL and his Arms were made a welcome Spoil, 
As if not ſanctify d with ſacred Oil. 
In tented Fields were many Battles won 
By the unerring Bow of JoNATHAN: 
His Arrows on the Fat of Slaughter fed, 
And ſtill return d with Scarlet Conqueſt red. 
SAUL never rais'd his royal Arm in vain, 
But ftill his Sword was glutted with the Slain. 
How lovely, O, how pleaſant were their Lives! 
Happy that neither to this Loſs ſurvives ! | 
Thoſe whom a living Love ſo firmly ty d. 
The fierceſt Stroke of Death could not divide. 
Not tow ring Eagles were ſo ſwift as they, 0 
Nor Lions half ſo ſtrong, when at the Dawn of Day 


They put on all their Might, and grumble o'er Ber | 
| ( rey. 


Ye *— Deen weep for Sau L, 
In Floods of Tears lament the Michr vs Fall: 
Weep ye for Saul, whocrown'd your Days with Peace, 
And bleſs d you with the beſt of Earth's Encreaſe: 
He put you Robes of TyRIAN Purple on, 

Pond'rous with Gems which glitter'd like the Sun: 

Hx ſolac'd you with ev'ry new Delight, 9 
And made your Beauty's Charms outſhine the Light. 
How, IsRAEL, are thy valiant Men devour'd 

By the remorſeleth Fury of the Sword? 


* 74 | O hapleſs 


C 222 I 

O hapleſs JoNATHaN! the better Part 

Of rhis- divided, bleeding, broken Heart, 
The ſavage. Rocks have drunk thy ſacred Blood, 
My Brother! O how kind wert thou, how good! 
Lam diftreſs'd „my Nature's all at Strife. 
And ſinks beneath th' unweildy Load of Life. 
The Sight of Thee was Rapture to my Soul, 

My Brother! O! my Happineſs, my Al! | 
Such wond'rous Love was never known before, 
No Man for Man ſuch matchleſs Kindneſs bore. 
No Woman, fir d with all the Charms of Love, 
Could half ſo faithful or ſo conſtant prove. 5 
But, oh! this mighty Lover's fall'n in Fight, LEN 
Aud all his Glories ſet in endleſs Night. 42% 2 4 


HUMANE LIFE, 


Corretled len. an A aw of th Lord wh 
} 8M 20 H A H 
HE Would 4 Bubble and he Life of Min 


Leſs than the Compaſs ot the dhorteſt Span 


‚ When eilt conceiv d, he's wietthel 1nithe 
(Womb, 


And curs f een Be che Eadie to the Tomb. 

As he advances, and grows ripe in Years, 

He ſinks beneath the Weight of Hopes ind Fears. 

Who then to frail Mortality would truſt, 

Draw Lines in Water, and write Wit in Duſt? 

Yet whilſt with Sorrow here we live oppreſt, 

Well fee what Life bids faireſt to be beſt. 
Courts are but formal, ſuperficial Schools, 

To ripen Blockheads, and to dandle Fools: 

The rural Part is but adarger Den, 

Where Brutes friſk wanton in the Shapes of Men. 

And where's a City from all Vice ſo free, 

But may be term'd the worſt of all the Three, 

Domeſtick Strife afflicts the Huſband's Bed, 

Or Antlers bud ſo hard they 8 his Head : 

. — H 


Some 


(123) | 
Some call a Single Life a cruel Curſe, 
And then they're forc'd to marry or do worſe. 
They that are barren think themſelves undone, 
They that have Children wiſh they could have none. 
What is't to have or be without a Wife, 
But ſingle Thraldom or a double Strife. 
Our own Affections ſtill at Home to pleaſe, 
Is the worſt Symptom of a bad Diſeaſe: 
To brave a Storm, to gain a foreign Soil, 
Is hardy Courage and a fruitleſs Toil: 
The noiſy Wars affright us, when they ceaſe, 
We but grow lazy, and are dull in Peace. 
What then remains, bur that we all ſhould cry, 
Not to be born, or when we're born, to dye. 


3 
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B anquet. of the Sacrament. 


Alter'd from Mr. HER BE R T. 
8 "OI . and Gans 2 
The Banquet of my Sa vioux dear! ! 
0! ! with me, in me, ever dwell! ! 

Thy Charms paſs Tongue to taſte or tell! ! 
Thy Neatneſs entertains my Sight 
With Admiration and Delight! E 
The Spicy Flavour of the Bol, 
Enflames,. tranſports, bills all my Soul. 

Has ſome bright Star forfook i its Sphere, 
And dropt cajeſtia}-Jelly. hen? 7 
Like Sugar meltedzpto ; - © 2p . A 
O! tis all Rapture, tis Geine; ' BY 

Or has the Sweetneſs of tl the Bread 

Rally'd it ſelf into an Head, 

To conquer the vile Smell of in, 

Leſt that curs d Enemy ſhould win? 

O! neither Spices, Stars, nor Flow'rs, 


Could ever ſhed ſuch balmy Pow Ts: 


| Nothing 


(125) 
Nothing but Gop, who Fleſh aſſumes, Era 
Can comfort Hearts, and give Perfumes. - iT 


As Pomander, and fragrant Wood, 
Retain their Odours always good ;, 
But, after bruizing, ſweetly vent 
A nobler, more enliv'ning Scent..  - 

So the Great Gon, who rules Above, 
Was broken to diſplay his Love. 

For when I had forgot my Birth, 

The humble Product of the Earth; 

My ſelf in worldly Joys had drown'd, 

And here lay grov'ling on the Ground: 
Then Gop took Fleſh, and needs would be. 
Wounded, and kill'd, to raiſe up me. 
Rais'd, he commands me to look up, 
And meet him feetly in a Cu: 74 
But me, in Stature very ſhort, | 
Unhred, and diſtant from the Court, 

The Wine inſpird, and did convey 

My raviſh'd Soul on Wings away. 

By Help of that alone fly | 

Up to the Palace of the Sky. 

O! there I find for what I ſue! 

O! there my deareſt LoRD I view! 

He wipes my Eyes, and lets me ſee 

The Wounds which bled ſo much for me. 


on This 


This wondrous Pity will I choofe - 
For the dear Theme of ev'ry Muſe : 
This ſhall aſſwage the Pains of Death ; 
This ſhall employ my Hands and Breath. 
My Hands and Breath, my Verſe and Life, 


* - : * 4 
Shall ſtrive in this, and love the Strife. 


On 


On hy Paſſion if &. — 


From Px U DENTIUS, b Biſhop PATRICK. 
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\iol 2: _ r 5 * 0 4.71 | 11 
f GET } 430M 
HEN | from the Body's heay 288 below 


A godlike Soul eſcapes, 2 mounts the 
(Sky, 
The . Angels Fan's with her I go, 
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[Then we looks 3 4nd, er ing, views the Place, 
Where Earth's dark Globe ſo far beneath her lies ; 


Whate'er the Sun gilds in his winding Race, 
Whate'er embroils us here, ſhe dares deſpiſe. 


, in 
The diſmal Mees of bumape Like - 
Around by Linie and Chance lindly hurl'd ; 


Great Kings with High and V icht y States at Strife, 
Swell d with the Pomp of a ridiculous World; 


= 


- * 1 2 How 


(128) ſe 


IV. 


How Man for Gold, as for his Heav'n contends ; 
How to true Hell for that falſe Heav'n he goes; 
Who Gold on ſtately Buildings madly lems, (0) 
Or on gay Furniture as vain as thoſe. oy 


- 


| She 1 how Man * Paſſions i is unmann d, 
His Rage, Fears, Longings, join d with — Toil, 
ou Grief, ſhort Joy, black Envy's ſmoaking Brand, 


"His Karel —_— and | brighreft Honqurs UE 75 
"I Se, ; VL I» 95 5 
4 Mp aq F x 

Bit worſt of all our Ils beneath the Sn A 


She ſees the CHURCH with Heathen Chriſtians filld : 

Lord! with true Chriſtian Souls bring mine for one, 

Thro theſe black Clouds, to Kan. my Sun and 
ON 
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From the Learned ROT IG: wy 


Mperial Ninsven I a with Pride | A 
The neighb'ring Nations,conquer'd or defy'd; . 
Fortune had ſcatter'd o'er her ſpacious Land 
alte of Plenty with a laviſh Hand. bd 40t 
But curs'd with Glory, and undone with State, 
Ignoble were her Sons, and vilely great. ft 
In ſo much Splendor ne er did Vice appear; 

Vice reign d in Pomp, and rode in Triumph here. 

Still as their Wealth enereas d, they ſunk in * 

As Surfeirs ever nouriſh a Diſeaſe. 1 tot nerwal 


; bet Tin 
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Till Gop began his Anger to engage; 

God is but ſlowly kindled into Rage! 

The trembling Air with Peals of Thunder ſhook, 
nen Great J=sHovan thus his Seer beſpoke. 


j Iv (inſpir'd with a, capacious Mind, 
To know the Depths of Fate with — join'd, 
And Tongue prophetick to declare the Doom 
Of Nations undeſtroy d, and Woes to come) 
Where IIORIS' rapid Streams their Tribute bring, 
Speed now thy Way, ſearch out th Ass YRIAN King, 
And make his haughty Court with facred Clamour 


(ring. 
Thro' the whole City let my Terrors fly, 


To rouze them from their ſinful Lethargy; 
Their Boldneſs has not ſpar'd my Holy Land, 
They dare my Wrath, and Puniſhment demand : 
Audacious Crimes in ſuch vaſt Heaps ariſe, 

As fill the Earth, and mount the very Skies. 
This is my Will, and this, my Seer, relate; 

Yet be not raſh, exhort as well as threat, 


And, lo! my Judgments on thy fli . En vail 


$ 


fs F 


But he, vain Wretch! believing he could fly | 
The boundleſs Ken of an all-ſeeing Eye, 
Made an Attempt to feek'another Land, 
To ſhun his God, and his refas'd Command. 
Wayward he hopes the craggy Shores to gain, 
Where Taukrvs' lofty Cliffs o'erlook the Main. 
There lies in th' utmoſt Coaſt, of ancient Fame, 
A Jewisn Port, and Jopp is its Name. 


( 131 ) 
Here were the Fetters of the beautequs * Maid, 
And here appear'd brave PER SEUS to her Aid: 
Hither the gloomy Prophet took his Way, 
And found a Veſſel leaving then the Bay, 
For Cy RN us bound; then ſhipp'd himſelf in her, 
And mixing with the Crew, turn d Mariner; 
slighting the Care of his propitious Gov, 3 
To truſt for "Oo on feeble, Faithleſs Wood. LY 


C5 KMS has 


Soft blew the Wind, and . ſwell d the Gals a 9 
The Surface. ſmgorhly flow'd, on eicher Side, | 
And wanton Dol phins play d upon the Tide, . | 
The wiſh'd for Taksus juſt appear d before. a. 1 
The lower'd Yards had almoſt tauch d the Shore, * 


Down were the Anchors dropt, and was 11 to s 


When, lo! a fatal Storm began td riſe, Fo OJ S 
The Billows rag d, and vaulted to the Skies! 
Thick, horrid Darkneſs thro' the Welkin rode, 
Arm'd with the Vengeance of àn angty Goo - 
Thunder proclaim'd the Wrath edi ine aloud, 

New Rivers ran in Streams from ev'ry Cloud; 

No ftarry Sparkwith glimm'riug Luſtre ſhone, 

But Seas and Clouds were mingled all in one. 
Nothing but Flaſhes of ſulphuxeaus Light, (Night. 
Which ſnatch'd the Gloom, and made more n 
All Nature wore Confuſion In her Face, 

And griev d, as joſtled to a lower Place. - : 
On Jox ans Hlüpthis mighty Tempeſt borec 


Broke all the Cables, all the Canvas tore, 
§ 2 Shiver d 


* Ad romeds . 


( 132) 
Shiver'd the Maſts, not able to engage 
Such fierce Attacks of Elemental Rage, 
The cloven Keel let in the ruſhing Waves, 
Preſage too certain of approaching Graves. i 
A ghaſtly Paleneſs in each Face appear: + 
Grim Death, ſo nigh, increaſts ſtill their Fears. 
The brutiſh Crew, ne'er taught the righteaus Way, 
Who from their Infancy had gone aſtray, . : - 
By Parents warp'd to ſuperſtitions Modes, 
Send up their ſev'ral Vows to ſev'ral Gov: 8. 
Worſhip profane! a Piety in Shew! | 
To ſerve falſe Gods, when rhey mould 4 the true. | 
Their Medly-Oralſons quite fill d the Air, 
Addreſs'd in vain to thoſe who cannot hear: : 
In vain of Stocks and Stones they beg Relief, | 
Gods form d by Men, who could not know their Grief: 
Some to their Country-Kings Devotion paid, 
Rais'd into Stars, yet impotent. of Aid. 
Some, with loſt Vows, a thouſand Gods implor'd, 
Some all the Hoſt of Heav'n and Earth ador'd ; 
Others invok'd all Jason's Family, J 
GoRGoNs, and Beaſts, feign'd People of the Sky, $ 
And all that throng the Pagan BREvIARx. 
The Maſter, with amazing Grief poſleſt, 
Pour d out with Sighs and Tears his vain Requeſt, 
That ſafe the Ship the TARSsIAN Coaſt might reach, 
And land the Crew and Lading on the Beach); 
In vain! their Hopes were with their Wealch accurſt, 
That Wealth they Wat to N their rr Thirg f 
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The Love of which firſt free d their Souls from Feat, . 
And promis d future Eaſe for prefepr Care: 

The precious Load, which made them brave the Sea, 
Endure all Ills, and taught their Tongues to Pray, * 
Muſt now be thrown into the boiſt rous Deep, 1 75 
Leſt it ſnould aid the Winds, and fi gr af 14 


AT 


Mean le the ical Cauſe of: all den Woe, 


Amidſt the Storm, ſecurely ſlept below + r 
Whether his Senſes fail d thro” dan Fear, er 
And found in Sleep an Interval of Care; J 328511 
Tas not ſuch Sleep as gives the Body EAſe, 
But a flow, torpid Dozing, to appeaſe 

His troubled Mind, as Fogs becalm the Sas. 

Or whether God himſelf this Numbneſs wrought, 
Caſting a dark Oblivion o'er his Thought: 50 


Th' Effect was plain; theſe Tumults of the Deep 
Rous d not his Soul, nor broke his ſtuſid Sleep - 24T 
Th aſtoniſh'd Maſter could no longer ber 
To ſee him ſleep when Danger was ſd hear; 1 
When others were employ d with utmoſt- Strife iT 
To ſcape th impending Hazards of their Lite, £ 
But came, and with a louder Call awoke | x, 
The holy Sluggard, and, enrag'd, thus ſpoke. | 3 
© What mean | you, Sleeper? If you bn a Cod 
* Beſeech his Succour; tremble at his Rod!” 19 5 
© In vain a God from Pate is receiv d, 5 
« Unleſs you worſhip: whom you have benen d. 
2 faiplore his Pardon then, your Gov may be 


de Sooner than others touch'd with Miſery, cA 
. 00. te And 
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« And, more to Mercy prone, may raiſe his Arm, 
* To ſtop our Fare, and — * the Storm. 


The Gailors 2 that fore Ane Head 
A loud Complaint for ſpeedy Vengeance made, 
And on Debate with joint Conſent decree 
That one ſhould ſuffer all the reſt to free. 
An Urn they then prepare in ſolemn State, 
Whereont to draw the dire Event of Fate. 
To ſeek by Lot they one by one comply, 
Heartleſs and pale, whom Heav'n had doom d to die, 
To ſhake the Urn with trembling Hands advance, 
Dying with Fear left Death ſhould be their Chance i 
Free from the Rule ofa determin'd Law, 
Equal they thought the Hap to all that draw. 
Not ſo; for twas the Living Gopꝰ Decree, 
Jox an ſhould draw the Lot of Deſtiny. 
The fatal Prieſt, full of his Woes to come, 
Became a Prophet in the Prophet's Doom. 
Trembling, the Wretch drew out the bloody Liey 
The Chance was fix d on him, and they their Preedibd 
_ (got. 


The Crew ſurrounding, now amaz'd, demand 
His Name, his Family, his native Land; 

Why from his Country and his Friends he fled, 
What was his Bus neſs, and what Life had led: 
From what great 1 the Provocation roſe, 
Which made the Gods, and all their Storms, his Fqcs? 
The Seer reply'd: © I came of Hzprew uy 1 

e Jonan my Name, now mention'd with Difgrace. 


“ Once 


(135 
et Once I was well employ d to ſerve my G R 
« On Siox's holy Hill, but ſcorn'd his Rod. 
c Fool that I was, I fled his juſt Command, 


* And now he comes with Vengeance in his Hand. 
ce For whither could I fly, but he'd perſue, 

ce He who ſurveys all Nature at a View? 

ce The moſt retir'd Rec eſſes of the Skies 

* Are open all to his diſcerning Eyes. | 

cc Thoſe ſtarry Orbs by him direct their Courſe, 

ce Their Light ſupply'd from his neer-failing Source. 
© Theſe rolling Seas, and that ſtupendous Earth, 
« From him, their great Creator, boaſt their Birth : 

ce When all was Horror, all eternal Night, 

de His Word the Jarr of Nature ſet aright, 


© His forming Word but ſpoke, > and bleſs'd the 
(World with Light. 


The Sailors now ſtood trembling and amaz d, 
And, fadly ſilent, on each other gaz d; 
A Death- like Cold froze up their inward Parts, 
Thrill'd in their Veins, and ſhiver'd in their Hearts. 
What Speech was left they to the SEER addreſs, 
That he his Faults would to his Gop confeſs, 
And next, in Pity to themſelves, debate 
By what Expedient they might ſhun their Fate. 
He nothing pleads, but calm and dauntleſs ſays, 
* TisI who muſt the raging Winds appeaſe, | 
« And fall a Sacrifice to theſe tumultuous Seas. 
Vengeance divine will thro' the Main perſue 
* My guilty Head, bur not endanger you. 


* | 
For 


— —— —— 
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< For take me up, and plunge me in the Deep, 
ce And all your Cates, and all the Storms ſhall 0 ; 


* My Death ſhall ſave your Lives, ſhall ſave the 


(ſinking ie 
&© What! deſerve 1 cannot grudge to bear; 


JI kiſs the Rod, , and yield, bur not deſpair. | 
The Sailors, loth, contend with all their Pow'rs, 
Buffet the Waves, and ply their greedy Prores, 


The Prophet t. to is and reach the Yi SIAN 
(Shores. 
But all in vain, the Gails, when ſpread on high, 


The Winds oppoſe, the Banks their Anchors fly ; 
To meet their Force the crowding Billows preſs, 
All Hopes forbidding of deſir d Succeſs ; 

Ar length they ceas'd t imploy a frumleſs Care, 
And with one Voice put up this pious Pray r. 


ee O juſteſt God! we but with thee comply, * © 
& In drowning one whom thou had ſt doom d to dye: 5 
& Spare to require of us his fated Breath, 
© Nor be ſevere to puniſh Death with Death. 
No Ill from us we own him to de ſerve, 
ce Nor with the Hunger of his Riede ſtarve. 
No ſecret Quarrel, no revengeful Strife, 
ce Spurs us to take the Forfeit of his Life. 
ce Thy ſov'reign Will compells us to obey, 
& And we but follow where thou dſt led the Way. 
& Thou him demand't we cannot chooſe but give, 
© For all muſt dye when thou forbid'ſt to live. 
© Thy Suppliants then from guiltleſs Blood acquit, 


& Nor puniſh what we with Remorſe commit. 7 
; - C d 


(137) | 


And now they hoift on high the deſtin d Prey, 


E And pluzigichint hebeileng itt ab aging es: | 
2 Soon as he fell, fled all the Winds away, , 
) Fhe'Heav'ncleard up, and reinthton d the Day. + 


| 
No more the Deep with foaming Billows ſwells, | 
But ſmiles ſerene beneath th ETEs1an Gale, {IF | 

| 


Which ſmooth its wavy Breaſt, and fill the peaceful 


ö (Sails. 
Struck with the Wonder of fo ſtrange a Thing, $ 


The Sailors Gifts and Sacrifices bring, 

E Io load the ſacred Fane of Junan's mighty King. 
The horrid Rites of their falſe Gods Wire, 
And with firm Vous th Er ERNAL ONE adore. 


Juſt then a Whale, 85 moſt portentous Size, 
Came rolling by; the tow ring Billows riſe 


Before his ploughing Breaſt, and „mounting, waſh the q | 


(Skies. 
For God had ſped the Monſter from his Cell, 


Ready to catch the Prophet as he fell: 
Rais'd high above the Waves, his Jaws receive. 
The Caſt-away, and ſwallow him alive. | 
Strange to relate! all hurtleſs he remains, 
A new Poſſeſſor che watry Plains: | as 
Clos'd in the Monſters Maw, he breathes the Air; 
For God's al-faving Hand defends him there. 
LEVIATHAN moves, he feels the Waves obey, 
And beaten back depart to give him Way: 
When he deſiſts, his rolling Motion laid, 
The weighty Deep's incumbent on his Head. 
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Who can believe a Living Soul could ſtay, 

Thus held a Captive, and o'erwhelm'd with Sea ? 

Bat yet it ſtay d, tho in ſo dire a Place, 

Till Heav'n's bright Lamp had thrice renew'd his Race. 
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„is now's his Ship, his Priſon, his Abode, 


1 And this the Temple where he ſerves his Gon. 
From hence his pious Thoughts aſcend the Skies | 
In theſe pathetick Pray'rs and holy Cries. 


Tho Gop, incens'd, has juſtly caſt away, 
& And giv'n me to the ſtormy Main a Prey: 
© Tho' a fell Monſter graſps me in his Womb, 


-F Buryd alive in this tremendous Tomb: 


cc Tho! Nature finks, deſpairing of Relief, 

ce And but prolongs my wretched Life with Grief: 

< Yet ſhall my Pray'rs, o'er Clouds and Stars convey'd, 
© Bring down my gracious SAviou to my Aid. 

<< Pray rs in Diſtreſs are never made in vain, 

«© For Gop will hear, and bleſs when I complain. 

© Great, Judge, I ſtood convicted in thy Sight, 

* And thou haſt plung'd me in this Gulph of Night, 

* Where all thy Billows preſs me to the Ground, 

* Or, daſh'd on Rocks, I back again rebound, : 
Or elſe am whirl'd in endleſs Eddies round. 


a © VP 


From 
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te From every Shore the Streams encreaſe the Weight, 
ce And aggravate with endleſs Floods my Fate. 
ce My Sins deſerv'd this horrid noiſom Place, 
<< Baniſh'd from Light, and thine alkcheering Face. 
« Howe er this Hope's ſtill left, to ſooth my Woe, 
ce That I ſhall yet into thy Temple go. 
e The happy Time will come for my Releaſe, 
© To bleſs my God with Offerings of Peace. 
« But ſee— reſiſtleſs Waves ſtill proudly roll, 
ce And ruſh about me, to devour my Soul; 
ce A thouſand Weeds their filthy Fetters ſpread, 
« And hold mecaptive in their oozy Bed. 
« Vaſt Shoals of Sand my weary Body Ioad, 
« And fix beneath their Hills my dark Abode. 
ce See! ev ry Cliff its craggy Head uprears, 
ce And ſeeks to chain me with eternal Bars: 
© Earth and each Rock more high and pondrous grow, 
« To ſtop my Riſe, and make me fink more low. 
« But yet, O God! in thee my Hope ſhall dwell, 
© That thou will't free me from theſe Jaws of Hell. 
e O!] guide my Paſſage thro' this dreadful Night, 
« Pardon my Sins, and give me to the Light. 
« Tho' my Soul faints beneath th unequal Strife, 
« And, gaſping, hovers at the Door of Life. 
ce I ne er deſpair— for Gop my Help will be; 
te 'Tis preſent Help, O God, to think of thee! 
« My ardent Pray'rs like ſmoaking Incenſe riſe, 
© In humble Boldneſs, and beſiege the Skies. 
«© My gracious Gop inclines a liſt ning Ear, 
* And freely grants what he vouchſafes to hear. 
T 2 ce Hence 
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ee Henee, ye fond Zealots, who this Gop deſpiſe, 


e And place your Truſt in lying Vanities. 
© To Pow rs advaned by ſuperſtitious Fears, 


te You only ſpend bur Breath in fruitleſs Pray rs. 


© When Gop will fuccour, tis profanely mad 

cc To bribe with Vows a Puppet-Idol's Aid. 

<« None can expect the mighty King's Reward, 

ce Who treat his Favours with ſuch Diſregard: 

* None can preſume his gracious Smiles to have, 


e Who ſlight the Monarch, to adore his Slave. 


O] may I abrays that great Gop adore, 

< And on his Altars all my Off rings pour. 

< That loving Father, who ſo kindly grants 

< Speedy Relief to all his Creatures Wants. 
O! mayl always praiſe his holy Name, 

e Who was, is now, and will be ſtill the ſame. 


The Pray r thus ended, reſtleſs thro' the Sea 
The Monfter roam'd, as weary of his Prey ; 
Now flount'ring high, he more outragious grew, 
The Billows foam d, the Storm began anew ; 
The Rocks reſounded to his hideous Roar, 

And briny Waves o ertopp'd the higheſt Shore. 
The Beaſt, by Gop's omnipotent Command, 
His Courſe directed to the diſtant Land; 

Forc d, by reſiſtleſs Pow r, from Nature's Laws, 
At utmoſt Stretch t expand his horrid aus, 
And from his hollow Paunch, with eager Hafte, 
Th 9 d 81 8 ſafe on Land wo. caſt 


* 
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That now Obedience would be Gratitude ; 


'F H Eternal Father thus the Prijkcit ſhew "i 3 
So tryd him once again, and thus his Charge renew. 


© Go, haſte to NiNeven, proclaim cbeir Fate; 2 
_ Their Ruin' s certain, tho it comes ſo late. 


Soon as the Str the ſacred Mandate hears, 
For his immediate Journey he prepares; * 
Full of Obedience, to his Bus neſs falls, 

And quickly gains the Mighty CrTy's Walls. 
A Place ſo ſpacious could not well be paſs d, 
Till thrice the Sun had reach'd the diftant Weſt! 


Here he begins to meaſure ſo mach Way, 
As could with eaſy Speed be gone that Day : 
Yet two Parts were unpaſs'd, tho' with the Light 
He firſt ſer out, and travel'd on till Night. | 
As he proceeds, he ev'ry where declares 
This woful News in their aſtoniſh'd Ears: 
« Eer forty Days their ſtated Courſe have run, 
ce You and your Ninzven ſhall be o'erthrown. 


Th' Inhabitants with trembling Hearts receive 
The fatal Tidings, which they true believe. 


With 
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With ſharpeſt Cenſures they reform their Crimes, 
And grieve for the Corruptions of the Times: 
In ſolemn Faſting all at once engage, 
Without Diſtinction, or of Sex, or Age. 
The Court no more in gorgeous Garments ſhines, 
th hairy Sackcloth chafes their tender Loins. 
Lok King himſelf, (on whom his Thouſands wait, 

erming a glorious Guard, an awful State, 
While conqu'ring Arms remoteſt Nations own, 
Yielding a ready Tribute to his Crown) 
Soon as the dreadful Meſſage ſtrikes his Ear, 
Forſakes his Father's Throne, and ſtoops to Fear. 
The mighty Monarch, who ſo late poſſeſt 
All the rich Spoilngf the luxuriant Eaſt, 
Had Kings his Slaves, whoſe Word alone was Ave, 
Govern d vaſt States, and kept the World in Law, 
Now throws his Pomp, neglected, all away, 
Preferring humble Weeds, and coarſe Array: 
In open Air he makes the Ground his Bed, 
Mourning with Duſt and Aſhes on his Head. 
That thefe good Ads the better might ſucceed, 
His Lords to Council call d, twas ſoon decree d, 
That all his Realms ſhould keep a Gen ral Faſt, 
By Edict this ſubjein d to Man and Beaſt. 


« Let Man and Beaſt, ſtript of their Glory, go 
*© In Mourning all, to teſtify our Woe. 
& The warlike Horſe, that paws the duſty Field, 
© And well deſerves what all our Care can yield; 
< The bleating g Sheep, that fill the verdant Plains, 
+ Whoſe golden Fleeces recompenſe our Pains, 


« Shall 
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ce ghall almoſt faint away for Want of Food; 


*© No Goat ſhall crop the Browzing of the Wood, 


© No Beaft the Meadows graze, of drink the runni 
(Floo 
© Let Man and Beaſt, cloath'd in the ſame Array, 


© With Grief begin, with Grief conclude the Day. 
© Let Men their Gov addreſs with ſuch loud Cries, 
* As may not fail to reach him thro' the Skies. 
© Condemn each Error of their former Life, 

© Ceaſe from Oppreſſion, leave off envious Strife; 
| © Soft Peace reſtore, let go the ſinful Bands, | 
© From Luſt your Bodies clean, from Blood your Hands. 
© In whatſoe'er they find they've gone aſtray, 
« Repent, and turn into the righteous Way. 
Who knows but Pray'rs may reach the Mercy-Seat; 
ce Avert thoſe Ills which God's juſt Judgments threat; 


«© Appeaſe his kindled Rage, and ſnatch eee 
(Fate. 
ce Th Event may crown our Hopes with bleſs d Succeſs, 


« And Gop prodong hi his Creatures Happineſs. 


Penance prevail'd ; for all, with one Conſent, £7 
Diſmiſs'd their Sins, and Gop their Puniſhment : 
He graciouſly look'd down, and faw their Tears, | 
From Sorrow flowing for their former Years. : 
He ſaw their Souls with Sins dire Ferrers bleed, 
Sunk with the Load, and longing to be free'd': 
He bade the muſter' d Terrors all difband ; 

They fled, as he withdrew his ſtretch'd-out Hand. 
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HE Seer diſpleas d hereat, his moody Mind 
With inward Grief and feſt ring Envy pine d; 
Whether be wiſh d to ſee the City lie 
In Ruins, due to its Impiety: | 
Or whether, ſince good Heav'n the Door deny, | 
He thought his Meſſage was unxatify d: 
Howe er it was, ſwoln big with Diſcontent, 
In theſe raih abe e Vent. 


„ TwWas this dates me fly ay firſt Command; 


& This I ſuſpected in my native Land: 


Tus this which made me hire the Sailors Oars, 
te And ſeek a Refuge on the TarS1an Shores. 


ee For well I knew, and NIxEvEN has prov'd 


& How kind thou art, how eaſy to be mov'd. 


| © How ſwift thy Mercy to Mens Succour flies; 


&« Of Pardon, prodigal to Enemies? 

« Thy great Reſolves their feeble Pray rs RI 
& And thou forgiv ſt as faſtas they offend... 

© Thy gentle Mind no Indignation bears, 

But, full of Pity, to each ee Irs 


© To heal his 'wounded Soul, and eaſe was his\ 
ares. 
te Tf thou will't then preſerv th ASSYRIAN State, 


On me pour all the Vengeance of thy Hate. 


«Take 
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ee Take back thy little Gift of Life again, 
Not valu d, thus to be prolong d with Pain; 


% Death I more gladly chooſe, or the Kpeluoub | 
(Min. 
To whom th' Almighty Lenka 1 reply d: 


ce Should not the Matter be maturely weigh d, 

© Before thou dare with me thy Gos to chide ? 

ce Why ſhould thy Heart thus beat about its Cage, 
ce Fill'd with rormenting Spleen and cauſeleſs Rage ? 


The wayward Prophet heard him with a Fron, 
And left in Fury the deteſted Town. 
Forth at that Gate he took his haſty Way, 
Where firſt the Riſing Sun reveals the Day; 
Then built a Booth, and in the Entrance ſate, 
Expecting ev ry Hour th Event of Fate. 
Here in the-Cool he found a ſweet Retreat 
From his late Sorrow and the ſultry Heat : 
For here, to ſooth him, Gop a Plant had made, 
Then call'd a GourD, from its prodigious Shade! 
Which with its leafy Arms refreſh d the Place, 
And hid the Booth within its vaſt Embrace: 
Its leafy Arms wav d with the fanning Wind, 


Which quench'd the firy Beams, and calm a his trou- 
| (bled Mind. 
But when the roſy Morn was fled away, 


And the Sun mounted to the Noon of Day, 

A pois nous Inſect, by Gop's Maudate ſent, 

Crept o er the Plant, and into Pieces rent, | 
Forbidding it to draw its vital Nouriſhment: 


U | With 


With Heaps of verdant Ruins ſcatter d round, 
Its blaſted Head lay with ring on the Ground. 


The Sun had now gain d his Meridian Heighth, 
And ſhone ſo fierce, he ſcorch d the Earth with Light, 
The ſickly Steams, which putrify the Air, 
To join the Heat by God's Command repair, 
The Steams and Heat their keeneft Fury ſhed 
Directly on the Prophet's naked Head; 
Before their Force his vanquiſh'd Spirits fx, 
Gaſping, he ſinks, and thus implores to die. 


© Why does my hated Soul preſume to ſtay, 
© To ſee the Sorrows of this tedious Day? 
© Oh! how Lenvy thoſe who know their Fate; 
c Their Hours are bleſt, all peaceful is their State. 


© Where's now the Sea, the Storms, the Monſter's 
(Womb, 


« To drown : my Grief, and give a welcome Tomb ? 
« Or 'ſcap'd I thoſe {mall Dangers of the Main, 
© To fink with weightier Woe, and rel eternal Pain? 


Th' Almighty here, his troubled Mind to ſwage, 
Afl'd © if a trivial Loſs deſerv'd ſuch Rage? 
ce Tf theſe loud Murmurs and Complaints were made 
< For the Privation of a little Shade ? 
To hom the Prophet angrily rejoin'd : 
< 'Tis not a cauſeleſs Rage enflames my Mind, 
* But a juſt Wiſh— O! with my Wiſh comply, 
:* Take back my Soul, and give me Leave to die. 


Prophet, 


0147) 

e Prophet, ho can ſt thou into Paſſion tray, 
« Th Almighty ſaid, when — ; 
ce Is all this ſullen Diſcontent, to ſpare 0 
« A worthleſs Gourd, a Plant below thy Cue? 
& A worthleſs Gourd, not by thy Labour ſown, 
Not by thy Water rais d, nor Sunſhine . 3 
&« Form d for my Pleaſure, by my Leave 33 i 


'* In one Nightnouriſh'd, — lediytd % 20 


© Can't thou for fuch a trifling Nothing rave ? | 
© Yet pine my Love th ASSYRIAN Flow'r ella 


ce The City filrd wich many "Nations, wo Os 


(Grave, 
«© Where if my Meſſengers of Wrath prevail, 12::b 21 
At once muſt States and mighty Empires fail. · 
ce If the poor Flocks cannot thy Pity move, {201 
(Tho even for theſe I feel my pleading Love 
“ Are Millions numberleſs, who needs muſt fall, 
Of no Account, thy Fellow-Creatures all? 5 
* Who can behold, with unrelenting Eyes 
ce Whole Streets by Fire conſum d, or hear the Cries 
% Of Wives by Huſbands, Babes by Parents left, 
*© Of all Things but a wretched Life bereft? 1 
*© Can new- born Infants, hanging at the Breaſt, 
With burning Roofs and falling Beams conteſt; 
te As yet they know not their weak Limbs to uſe, i” 
© And if they Paſſes find, they cannot chuſe. 
© Wiſe, fooliſh, old, young, good, bad, mean, and great, 
t Will thus be blended in one common Fate. 


The 
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The Prophet ſilent ſtood, in deep Amaze, 

And dropt, himſelf the Judge, his vanquiſh'd Cauſe. 
On laſting Paper he inſorib d his yon | 
As an Example to ſucceeding Times. POW A - 
From him we learn the Method to obey? kb yr er © 
Still to purſue whete Gop directs the Way; | 

If Gop vouchſafes to guide we cannot go aſtray. | 
Or if we flip, for Sat themſelves may err, 5 
Not to fit down, and fooliſhly deſpair; ts ; 
Fot God's all- good, and we his more peculiar Care. 
It we re let live, we ſhould let others live, 325 
And when engl n, remeinber to forgive: 
If daring Sinners from Religion ſwerve, * 
We ſhould not puniſh more than they deſerve ; 
For if we Anger ſtrain beyond its Date, „ * 
'Tis not à pious Zeal, hut wicked Hate. >. ("i ) 
If Chances come, with ſharpeſt Croffes join d, 
We ought to bear them with a conſtant Mind: 
For there remains à great deciſive Day,, 
When all our Sorrows ſhall be done away ; - 

When our once ſcatter'd Parts ſhall meer again, 
Devoid of Paſſion, and releas'd from Pain, 
Pure as the pureſt SAINTS that tread th' etherial Phin 
When Death itſelf a fatal End ſhall have, Fo es 
With all the * e of the Grave. 1 8 f 


Thus Joxan, take Sa, the Monſter 8 Womb, 
Fs but a Type of Cyxr1sT, triumphant from his Tomb. 
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